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PREFACE.

Tare Authoress has, in the narrative before us, been
guilty of several trifling offences against time and
space, the only apology for which she has to offer is—

that she has committed them knowingly and wittingly.

THE AUTHNRESS.






LIFE IN DALECARLIA

WALPURGIS NIGHT.*

“Goop Heavens! how slow you girls are, to be
sure,”” exclaimed Madame Ingeborg Nordenwall, on
entering, full-dressed for a walk, the door of a room,
where two young ladies appeared hastily preparing
for the same purpose. She held in her hand a rod of
fresh-budding birch twigs, and, making a threatening
motion with it, she playfully added :

“ 1’1l teach you little hags putting hindrances in the
way of the Walpurgis-night walk. Do n’t you see how
the fire is already blazing on the mountains? Siri is
already in the court-yard, with Olof and Lasse, and
Godelins, tired out waiting for you, has fallen asleep.
If you do n’t make haste, why....”

“We are ready! We are coming!” replied two
young, happy voices; and Walborg and Brigitta has-
tened to obey the summons of the monitor—a fine,
stately lady of thirty and odd years, with an extremely
harmonious voice. She might be compared with Ru-

* Night of the firet of May, 80 called from a female Sant to
whony the first of May is dedicated.
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ben’s beautiful productions of the fair sex, if one eould
imsgine them dressed in a northern fur cloak.

On the stairs was heard, proceeding from the court,
the yelling laughter of a child and a voice of a half-
playful, half-peevish sound.

“There is another vexation,” said Brigitta. * Hea-
ven be gracious to my Adjunct! I hear his amiable
voice, and Siri's laughter into the bargain. I'll be
bound to say she has been playing him some trick or
other again. I really must take care to keep his back
clear from her.”

And true enough it was the back of Godelius, the
Adjunct, who at the time seemed to be in danger, for
it turned in the most singular incurvations. Siri, &
girl of fifteen, had almost choked with laughing, and
two yeung gentlemen had great difficulty in refraining
from keeping her company herein.

“ What in all the world is the matter with you, dear
Godelius? ” inquired Brigitta, with solicitude, seizing
and shaking her bridegroom by the arm.

“Indeed I do not know myself rightly what it is,”
answered he, in a sorrowful tone; ‘but while I was
just now sitting upon the bench absorbed in thought, I
all at once felt a sensation all over my back, as if some
worm was running down right along my back-bone. I
fear that a sort of nervous stroke....some spinal
disease....hee, ah, hee! I can feel it yet; it was a
most horrible sensation.”

One of the young gentlemen, whom Madame Inge-
borg called “ Olof,” gave her, laughing, an account of
the occurrence, which was to this effect—that Siri,
while the Adjunct was sitting upon the bench with his
head greatly stretched forward—grown upon a pretty
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long neck—had softly stepped behind him, and let a
little stone glide down between his back and his clothes,
upon which the Adjunct jumped up affrighted.

‘ What childish play,’’ said Madame Ingeborg,
shaking her head at Siri. * But let us now go to the
Oestnor hill; [ see that our neighbours are already
assembled there.”

“ Yes, let us go,” said Brigitta, “and you, Godelius,
you must try to get yourself warm with walking, and
then you’ll see that there is not the least danger about
your spinal complaint, and that you have merely been
dreaming.”’

¢ Dreaming! The deuce indeed! People don't
dream such like things. I plainly felt ....”

¢ To the Oestnors-berg /" interrupted Brigitta, “on
the way we'll discuss in Latin,”

‘¢ Have you become such a proficient in the ancient
languages since last we saw each other, my dear cou-

sin?’ asked Olof, smiling.

¢ Oh,” answered Bngm.a. modestly, “my knowledge
in Latin I can tell you is a little out of the ordinary.”

“To the Oestnorsberg! We must not linger any
longer,"” again admonished Madame Ingeborg; and
thither now moved the little procession, which issued
from the parsonage court of Mora, followed by a Dale-
carlian and a little paysant maid, carrying baskets full
of provisions, both of eatables and drinkables.

“ But you must promise me,”” said Madame Ingeborg
to her young attendant, *that you will not look round
before we have reached the top of the hill. I wish that
you should see the sye of Dalecarlia® atonce in its full

* Another appellation for the lake Siljs.
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splendour. He who will look round before I' give him
permission to do so, him do [ sentence, not to turi
into a pillar of salt, but ,...”

“ No punishments, if you please, my sweet mother,”
said young Monsieur Olof, interrupting her, seiring
her hand, and kissing it; “we shall willingly be ebedient
without this, and the threat might call forth defiance
or some spectre or other. Are not this might all witches,
spectres, and spells in motion? Do they do not on thet
account already, since the age of Paganism, kindle fire
upon all the mountains this night?- or am I mistaken?
I have been 8o long away from home, that I have almost
forgotten our ancient traditions.”

“We'll refer to our Adjunct,” said Madame Ingé-
borg; for he can tell us every thing about Pagan
times, and shall relate to us the origin of this custom,
which is one of the few that still continues to exist
throughout our valleys, and, as I believe, also in the
rest of the provinces of Sweden.”

With & modest, knowing air, and deep bass voice,
the Adjunct began—

“ This custom is so old, that there is no perfect cer-
tainty either of its origin or signification. It is, how-
ever, believed that it derives its origin from a heathen
sacrificatory festival, and there is ground for the accept-
ation that children were sacrificed alive at this very
feast; and this, in fact, in order to expel or reconcile
the evil spirits, of whom the people believed that,
partly flying, partly riding, they commenced their
passages over fields and woods at the beginning of
spring, and which are to this very day called enchanters,
witches, nymphs, and so forth. Itis also believed that
about this time the spirits of earth came forth from out
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of the bosom of the earth and the heart of the moun-
tains, in order to seek intercourse with the children of
men. Fires were frequently kindled upon the sepul-
ohral-hills, and at these sacrifices were offered chiefly to
the geod powers, namely, to those who provide for a fruit-
ful year. At present Ishould think there isscarcelyan
individual remaining who any longer believes in such-
like superstitious stuff. But they still, as in the
days of yore, kindle fire upon the mountains on this
night, and still look upon it as a bad omen if any com-
mon or ugly formed creature, whether.beast or man,
makes its appearance at the fire.”

¢ And still, as in the days of yore, bugle-horn sounds
snd calls resound from the mountains,” exclaimed
Madame Ingeborg. “ Dear heaven! how beautiful
that sounds; they are now blowing from off Mount
Elfdalen. But no one is yet allowed to look round,
remember that.”

“ Herr Adjunct, don’t you believe at all in witches
and witchery ?” inquired the little rogue Siri, with
apparent gravity.

“No, not at all; but I believe in Frey and Freia,
which here in Dalecarlia were pre-eminently honoured
before all other gods, for the god of fruitfulness and
the goddess of love remain at all times powerful here.
In these I do believe, but not in witchery, for «... oh
dear, oh dear, oh dear!....”

“ Well, what's the matter now, Godelius ?’’ asked
Brigitta, “has some charmer come over you? Why
then do you go and confess your belief in the heathen
deities 2"

“Yes, these are at all events much better than
Christian spectres,” exclaimed the Adjunct, peevishly,
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who, being about to take his pocket-hmdketchict. aut
of his coat pocket, found a rose thorn bush in it,. but.
mark you, without roses, against whose prickly pomts
he wounded himself painfully. Brigitta had to assist
himin llbenung himself from the thorn-bush, and then’
pursued with it the * Christian Spectre," who, as was
betrayed by the half-suppressed tittering, was nons’
other than, Siri; but light as a roe the latter knew how
to escape from her pursuer.

In the mean time Olof kept walking by the side of
his stepmother. It was a cold evening, the last of
April, and snow-flakes dropped down here and tf)ere,
from the thin clouds, which did not prevent the stars;
however, from peering forth even brighter and bnghter.
The fresh, but mellow tones of the wood-horns, which
sounded from afar and near through the region; the’
undefined, singular, red-flaming reflection, which began
to illuminate heaven and earth, the wondrous legends
of olden times, which were awakened in the memorys—
all this contributed to call forth in the young.wam, am
well as in the older lady, a sort of wistonary reverie,
and both seemed to derive pleasure in en]oylhg these
moments silently to themselves.

On the Oestnorsberg a number of people were ag-
sembled together, consisting, for the most part, of pea-
sants from the parish of Mora, in their grave but
picturesque costumes, A group, formed of a few
persons, whose attire denoted them to .be a party of
respectability, stood .on the summit of the mountain,
not fag from & yet unkindled pile af wood, This greup
turned their eyes towards the voad leagding :40.the pare
sonage of Mora, and the hthhnlyhdynt Mhovolt
of Sollerd exclaimed : 4
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* Look you there! there we have at length the grand-
mother of Dalom,* with her retinue! She gives her
arm to a young man: most probably her step-son, the
young gentleman, Olof, who has just returned from his
travels abroad with young Count U——. He is said
to be a nice young man. I am heartily glad of the op~
portunity of getting a sight of him. And what a joy
it must be to him to see his father and mother again
after an absence of four or five years. Pity, only, that
his father is not at home!”

* But his return from the imperial diet is expected,
1 should suppose, in a day or two,” said the Captain
from Noreberg; *in that case we shall soon, no doubt,
hear him preach again; and it certainly is always a
great pleasure to hear such a man.”

“ If then, indeed, we only do not get to hear that he

# Such was the appellation given in former times tos distin.
guished Provost's Iady in Lekaland, with the name of Zebrosys-
thia, who was wedded to Uno Troilus, the church-rector, and
became the ancestress of the Troilian family, ¢ She died,” so
it is ded in W 's Chronicle, “in the year 1657,
bemourned by the whole of Dalecarlia, where, an account of
her venerable appearance and the goodness of her heart, she
was honoured with the title of grandmother of Dalom.” On
the occasion of her funeral-sermon, the minister commenced
his discourse with & lamentation which he had heard on the
way ejaculated by a peasant coming from Gegnef: * Have I
not reason to weep, seeing that we have lost the grandmother
of Dalom?* Her memory still contimaes to be held in pro.
found respect, and her honourdble title usually descends to
the chibfedt ' and most distinguished provostess of the
province, -




14 LIFE I¥ DALECARLIA.

will soon Jeave us,’”’ said the high provost of Sollers.
“1 have already heard some talk about the intention
of those in head-quarters of raising him to the presi-
dency of the collegiate-church bishopric; and then..*

“X can very well imagine that they would like to
hear him,” observed an old Dalecarlian, who had been
listening to the conversation; “but I cannot believe
that Gustav Nordenwall will leave ws here in Mora,
who have loved him as if he were our own {.ﬂlet! No.
that, you see, I can never believe.” o
. “ And if I rigbtly know our grandmother of Dslbm,"
added the lady of the provost of Sollers, “ I'ishouid
fancy she would rather- remmain in Mora, than even to
become the partner of the archbishop of Upsala, howt
ever emineatly she indeed would fill that situation.” *-

“Yes, she is an excellent lady!” said the Dalecat-
lian. ‘She attends to and provides for every thin,
within her district like a thorough man, and to
the sick and the afflicted she is a true mother. When
mischief® last autumn robbed me of my cow, she gave
me another out of her own stable, that, as she said,
‘my children might not be destitute of milk.’ God
bless her!”’

“ And not only that she attends ¢o all the seculer
duties of the parish, that the Professor might wholly
and solely devote himself to the care.of his parishioners
and his learned labours,” continued the provost’s lady,
“she also plants trees, tends her flowers, e
spinning and weaving ; in short, she attends to every

* Such is the term applied by the people jn Dalecaglia to the
bear, which they do not ke to call by his proper nage.
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thing; and every thing is turned out of her hands with
as much ease, as if it were play-work. This is owing
to her goed judgment in the selection of clever people
and prudent conduct in engsging their affections in
.such a manner as to make them cheerfully run throvgh
Aire and water for her.”

“ It is moreover reported,” observed the Captain,
¢ that she will soon have a wedding in her family.”

.. #* Wedding !" exolsimed the provost’s lady, * pro-

bably the wedding of Adjunct Godelius and bis

“Brigitta, who have clnady been betrothed these seven
me'

"¢ Oh, no} they vnll very likely be obllgvd to go on
for another seven years, until he gets into something.
And she has nothing. No,a wedding between the young
Herr Olof:and the Professor’s sister’s daughter, the
beautiful Walborg, who was in the family there for a
Jong time, and no doubt possesses a very comsiderable
inheritance.” ‘

“ Why Olof is 50 very .young yet,” said Martina,
the provost’s lady, he cannet be more than three and
twanty years old, and Walborg, 1 believe, is just about
the same age. No, in that case, methinks he would
do better. ¥ wait for little Siri, the Provostess's
sister’s danghter, who is not without property either. . "’

“8iri!” exclaimed the Provost of Sollers, *the
litle wood-witch! To wait for her? Yes, they will
have to wait to a oertainty. She is much more like a
wild cat than.a human being, and if she ever will be
fit for a housewife, why then....she has now already
been a twelvemonth with Nordenwall, and they have
not yet been able to instil any thing like order into
her. No, then I say, give me Walborg. That’s a
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erown of a girl, beautiful like a princess, and domes-
tieated and discreet as. . .. all young girls should be,”
“Yes, you have a very high opinion of Walborg,*™
said Martiua, thé provost’s lady, half ill-humouredly,
¢ and beautiful, and what is more, excellent too, she
certainly is, I do believe; the only objection I have
- against her is, that she is #o reserved and inaccessible.
I have at least lavished a score of compliments upon
her; but she never says any thing to me. Little Sir}
is....alitthe wisch, if such you will have it, but she
has a something uncommon, something bewitcling
about her. B8he can at times be as lovely as an anget
of heaven ; that I have been an eye-witness to. u
shauld only once hear her blow the flute, when she
thinks she is quite alone. And then she is again &
quick youngster, fit for nothing. You should have seen
her in the winter, when she was riding in 2 hand-
sledge, with a half a dozen little paysant children in
Ber sledge, and when a great girl, who was mounted
upon it behind, jumped off, and in so doing, gave the
sledge such a push, that, taking a wrong direction, it
glided full speed down & bank; then you should have
seen how the quick maid threw the children right and
left before her into the ‘snow in order that she might
afterwards vide down the bank alone, where she in fact
had a famous good tumble, but soon scrambled up
again alone, and shouted to the affrighted children:
¢« Here I am! harrah !’ On another occasion, she ex-
hibited no less agility, when a wild ox had tossed up
and east down with its horns a little girl of seven years
of age, and wus just about repeating it a second time:
Biri, who seeing this, jumped forward—although she
was quite alone—and with a cudgel struck the beast
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between his horns, calling at tne same time to the
child: ¢ Jump up, my little girl, jump up!’ The little
girl did not require twice telling, but ran away ; while
the ox, stunned by the blow, stoed there motionless.
8iri, having rescued the girl, threw away the stick, and
likewise set off, happy in escaping this great peril.
You will agree with me, that such-like feats, betoken
no little courage, and no little 1esolution. But you
are always speaking of Walborg, and against Walborg.
Well, well! young Herr Olof may, 1 dare say, be a
very agreeable young man ; perbaps [ might get so far
as to speak very frequently about young Herr Olof! *
. During .this threat, to which her consort listened
smilipng, & movement arose among the people. The
Provostess of Mora came, with her retinue, advancing
up the hill, amid salutations from all quarters.

‘¢ Here we are at the top!” she called to her people.
“ Now, children, look around!” and a general ex-
clamation of admiration followed her words. For
before them now lay the Silga-lake, “the eye of Dale-
carlia,”” with the Sollers Island for its. pupil, bright as a
mirror between the dark heights, illuminated by at
Jeast a hundred fires on the hills of Leksand to those
of Elfdalen. It was a magnificent sight. The church
of Mora, with its copper roof, and high spiral head
towered aloft in the fiery reflection upon the verdans
neck of land between the lake and the river; and the
pyramids of the morth, the evergreen pines, which
clothe the hills of Dalecarlia, and which then stood
arrayed in their fullest beauty, soared their glowing,
radiant heads upwards to the sky. But blacker than
ever sauk the night into the abyss and depth beneath
them.

B
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Even young Olof’s eyes beamed, while contemplatisg
this spectacle and listening to his lmpmother, who
enumerated to him the names of the. most importans
hxlg{ pointing at them at the same time 'wuh hu
sta

“There, ”* said she, “you see the meerg, thc
Hydge-rock, and the Gogshusberg, where a great
mountainous epirit is said to have his abode—all in
Eltdalen. There you see the fires of Orsa. Here,
directly opposite, we have the Lekberg, where muaic
and chiming of bells is heard performed by invisible
beings, and here, obhquely opposite to us, right Mvay
over the lake . .

“The South- berg, luuppotef” mtermpteﬂ Olof.
“ I recognise it again by its pyramidal form and its exi-
traordinary height. I have heard it spoken of by oné
of wy friends, who once wearied himself for severdl
hours to reach to the sammit of it. ' The mountain in
its form is not unlike Vesuvius.”

“But instead of a fiery crater, it has a silvery oap
upon its head,” continued Madam Ingeborg. “'Theve
you see the isle of Sullerd, with jts white church,
thereabout you have the Bjorkberg, and the rest of the
hills of Leksand. Look you there, they are now
kindling more fires at Riittwick, and the sound of calls
is passing over to us. 1Is it not glorious here in our
Dalecarlia, Olof, and have you seen any thing like it
any where in other countries t*’

“ No where in the whole world,” replied Olof, *that
is to say, when one comes to think of all the grand
associations which are at home here! It must have
been glorious here, when in former times the bells
of Mora pealed their summons against the xnemy; and
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‘when the men from:the surrounding parishes hastened
thither over the hills and across the lakes upon their
skates with bow and spear, and bere met together
in order to repel or take captive the hostile troops?”

* Yes, that was a glorious time indeed, but better
still, however, is it at present,” said Madam Inge-
borg, *for now peace and liberty dwell together in our
‘valleys, But see, thiere you have a mefnorial from that
-peried of conflict; yon little white house on the other
-side of the lake, itis the cellar of Utmediand, where the
great Gustavus was concealed. To-morrow we will
pay a visit to0 it.”

“Oh! that will be interesting!’” said Olof; * but
whet fire is that which burns there quite at the very
bottom, near the source of the river? That seems tb
have selected for itself a modest little place between
the other Walpurgis-fires !

“That is a wicked jest!’ answered Madame Inge-
borg: “the fire is kindled upon the neck of land where
formerly the witches were burnt, and where, directly
oppesite the church, three gallows stood, so that all the
people from the parish of Mora and the surrounding
parishes might be able to see that horrible spectacle,
as the Rev. Morens calls it, in his narrative about it.”’
. “Ab, then I suppose it must be about there, too,
where the species of willow grows, called Saliz Daph-
noides. Oh ! how I long to see them ! To-morrow I
must go to seek them up.”

“Yes, I have heard that it grows there on the banks
and on the little holms,” said Madam Ingeborg, “but
we must mow go to our neighbours.” And, with a
hearty apology on.account of her long absence, Madam
Ingeborg then joined her friends of Sollerd n;d Nore-

B
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berg, and introduced to them her newly-arrived young
step-son, whose pretty exterior, unconstrained, some-

what proud bearing, but extremely. polite deportinent,

made an agreeable and lively impression, especially ori
the Provost’s lady, Martina, who immediately made the
declaration to her Provost that her heart was in great
danger.

Lieutenant Lasse, Brigitta's brother, who, about
fourteen days ago came with his sister to Mora, was like-
wise introduced. The youthful part of the company col-
lected round Madam Ingeborg; for she loved youn
people, and it afforded her pleasure to be able to do
any thing for their amusement.

A turf torch was then brought, with the request 6f
kindling the ‘fire on the Oestnorsberg. And “the
grandmother of Dalom ™ fulfilled the request, and soon
a high, wide-flickering flame arose from the pile of fag-
gots and casks of tar, while exclamations and shouts
the most manifold tones ascended with it into the air.

The mea, namely, the juniors, dragged up from out
of the wood great branches and logs of wood, whith
they threw upon the fire; snow-flakes accompanied
them and vanished in the flames, which appeared to'be
more enlivened than damped by them.

Scarcely was the fire of Oeatnorsberg flushed up,
when from the summit of the South-berg also a Tittle
flame was seen, which at first seemed to dance to ahd
fro, but then developed itself into a great fire, which
rose higher and shone more magnificently than all the
‘fires in the whole region round about. )

“Good heavens!’ exclaimed Madame Ingeborg,
% who kindles such & fire on the South-berg? 1 never
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remember having seen the like, That must be the
king of the mountains himself.””

" # Yes, that it is, that it is1"” exclaimed Siri, clap
ping her hands, and wildly stating at the flaming fiery
reflection.

_ % Siri, Siri1** said Madame Ingeborg, gently admow
nishing. Brigitta and Walborg exchanged leoks. Siri
made off and mingled among the peasants, cheerfully
reached her hand to both old and young, and danced
with the children.

Madame Ingeborg also then turned to the peasants,
saluted pleasantly, and gave them her hand.
% Now comes the Dalkar? riding up,” said ehe with
3 ghnce at the river, and with the expression usual in
that part' of the coumry for the arrival of the spring-
ude
" Various remarks were then made about the inroad
fhe stream was makmg into the sandy shores, and of
the danger threatening the church of Meora, to which
he stream wad continuatly advancing nearer and
‘gearer.’ They also spoke of the prospects for the har-
;vest ; and several old peasants shook their heads doubt-
fuily, and pointed to the flamés on the mountain, which
were ﬂlckem:g towards the noﬂh, as dn indication of a
gold spring.
But Madame Ingebotg nevet believed in evil omens,
’and even now comforted herself with her usual adage:
%0ld Freyis still alive " and the Dalecarlians, who knew
that glfandmother of Dalom,” was indicating some
good by it, allowed themselves to be comforted by her;
for her words were to the people in Mora, the authority
ofakmg. On her yeturning to her party, the peasants
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qontinued ta converse in that strange dialect peculiar
to the Dalecarlians, which is not understood by the
reat of the Swedes, but of which modern linguists
have discovered that it is Icelandish,—a language in
which the most ancient dialect of the Normans still
continues to exist.

. The baskets of provisions then began to be looked
after for the general entertainment. The ladies of the
Provosts of Mora and Sollerd, freely distributed a de»
licious beer, brewed from Rattwick malt, noted for the.
best in Dalecarlia. When the turn came to the young
people, several voices called after Siri, but Siri was
not there; she had * gone into the wood,”” as some of
the peasants reported, and thither forthwith repaired:
Qlof and Brigitta, in order to seek for her. They had
called several times without receiving any answer;
when suddenly they heard a strong rustling among
the branches, and saw the shadow of a tall man,
which withdrew into the interior of the wood, A mo-
ment afterwards Siri skipped forth, loudly laughing,
from a thick bush where she seemed to have hid her«
gelf from them.

“Holla! don’t laugh so, Siri!* said Brigitta, balf
qut of humour. “ You just laugh for all the world like
a magpie; and it is said of the witch-folk, that they
can transform themselves into magpies; besides, you
should not go so alone into the wood. We have just
seen a great strapping fellow, who was sneaking away,
and who was coming from that direction where you
were, you little frolicsome thing!l”

* «] should n’t wonder, then, but it was one of the
mountain-epirits, ?f yhich'the Adjunct was telling us,
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«~perhaps the mountain-king himself! " gaid Siri, off-
hand, and hastened to the fire which shone through
between the glowing birch-trees. Brigitta shook her
head and said,—

“8he is not quite right, I am sure. Already,
since the time that I was fish and she bird, she is so,
strange . . . "

“You flsh and she dird /" exclaimed Olof, laughing.
“ Well, that does sound very funny and strange.”

“Yes; but it is by far less funny, and much more
strange, than the thing appears,” rejoined Brigitta,
“but I shall tell you something about it another time,
Tor now I hear they are calling us over there.”

' 'The repast, and with it the alacrity around the Wal-
purgis-fire, was now in fullest play. With great sticks
and poles the young lads of Mora raked among the
ooals, which continued gradually to die away; songs
were sung, and violins played, and, on Madam Inge-
borg’s bidding, they took each others hand, forming
themselves into large circles, and slowly moved around
the fire, singing:
¢ Cheerfully we Jead the dance

In the olden way—

Hand-in-hand we thus advance,

And join in circle gay;

‘While upon the mountain’s brow

The Walpurgis-fire glows.”

This was the brilliant climax of the evening. Madam
Ingeborg then leaving the fire, repaired with her own,
and the family of Sollers, on her homeward way to
Mora. The peasants also dispersed, and betook them-
selves in bands, each to his own dwelling. The fires
gradually died away. Bat scarcely had they all dis-
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appeared, when another illuminated the tops of the
mountains, and chased away the darkness. In the
valleys, however, every thing remained still. Sleep
extended its pinions over the weary mortals, and frost
spread its cold sheet over the earth, and caused the
glow in the ashes of the Walpurgu-ﬁreu also to
disappear.



THE FIRST OF MAY.

I was morning, and the sun, warm and bright, kissed
off the night and the frost from the brow of the earth ;
and the earth, “the old holy earth,” as Edda calls it,
lay there in its glory, with her silent powers rising out
of the deep, her gilded leafy woods, her green glisten-
ing fields, her murmuring waters, her swelling moist
verdant life, A pair of beautiful, thoughtful eyes, con-
templated the spectacle of the morning. Madam Inge-
borg stood at the window of her bed-chamber at Mora,
breathed the fresh morning air, and caused her eyes
to rest, first on the rising corn, waving to and fro in the
morning breezes, then on the clear water-mirror of the
Dalelse and Selja, forming the peninsula on which the
church and parish were situated, soon on the dark pine-
woods, and their trees full of red shooting flowers, and
soon again on the distant, blue hills—a perpetual line
of beauty in the landscape of Dalecarlia. In these
glances lay much; rapture over the beauties upon the
earth, grateful joy over this, and yet a melancholy de-
sire after something still remote, after something
“beyond the hills,” after a perfection of glory, which
as yet was found merely in anticipation, or in the
feeling of its absence. She was beautiful as she stood
there. Madam Ingeborg, with her dark-brown hair,



26 LIFE IN DALECARLIA.

which was parted above her light arched forehead, and
simply bound up at the back in the fresh light-dress,
which closed around the somewhat full, but noble form ;
she was beautiful also, namely, through that expression
of heart-feelmg kindness, which compoaed the chief
feature in her phynognomy.

“This evening he is coming!” said she, in a low

tone, to herself, and pressed-a little letter to her lips.
She then looked out of the window again. Suddenly
her looks became animated by some agreeable cause;
then followed a short, but vehement sigh, a motion of
the hand to the heart, as if she felt some pain there;
a sudden paleness chased away the blooming colour
from her cheeks; Madame Ingeborg hastily drew the
window down, and went into another room. A moment
afterwards her melodious voice was heard giving orders
in the house; man-servants and maid-servants came
in motion, and every thing in it was life and vigorous
getivity,
. We now turn to the object which produced in her
the changing feclings of joy and disquietude, and be-
hold a young maiden, with a white kraaka® upon her
head, and a number of herbs in her apron, who with
light steps hastened on her way from the river hither«
ward, past the church towards the parsonage. Itis
Siri. She had just been rowing, quitealone, in a little
boat across the river, and appears now to be returning
from an early morning excursion.

In an apartment in the parsonage of Mora we find
Brigitta, and with her young Herr Olof, who is ex.

* A sort of head-dress between a b t and a cap, r

ling the “flax " of the Dalecarlian girls, by whom it is gener«
8lly worn in those parts of the country,
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temely busy in unpacking a couple of trunks of
books, but is at the same time considerably hindered
hy the conversation, which takes place between him
and his friend and relation Brigitta, who meanwhile
ip arranging a large breakfast-table, and talking to
Olof about all the world, and now last of all about his
paternal home and his family.

“1Is not aunt really a heavenly being?" said she.

“ My mother! Yes, ehe is just as enchanting to-day
as she was ten years ago, when she became my mother,
and I formed the resolution—not to endure her. How
well I can remember all that! I was then a self-
willed lad of about thirteen years of age, and bad
deterruined in my own mind never to obey a female,
and above all my future stepmother, whom at that
time I had not seen at all yet. I resolved to be quite
pert and proud towards her; and so indeed I was
when she came into the house; but mark—she had
scarcely been a week in it, when I already obeyed her
alightest nod, endeavoured to anticipate her remotest
wishes, and was almost on the bourne of despair when
in her eyes I fancied I perceived a somewhat harsh
Jook. Yes, she acquired the most perfect control over
me, and yet I hardly know how all this was brought
sbout so. But just so was the influence she gained
over my father also and the entire family and house-
hold. My father had been a widower for many years,
and his temper during that period was not the best in
the world. I mever was, so to speak, exactly to his
mwind, for our characters did not seem to be consonant
with each other. The paternal home was gloomy and
melancholy; but with my stepmother joy and sun-
shine entered; my father became happy, every one
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became contented, and the era of my most joyous time
of life then commenced. My parents at that time
lived in Westeraas, When, five years ago, they moved 30
Mora, I was obliged to separate myself from. them and
go to the university in Upsala, and some time after-
wards came the' summons for my travels abroad, which:
were highly interesting. But ah! it is so charmiog
after all to be at home again!”

“Yes, to be sure! and to find beneath the homely
roof both old and new objects,’” said Brigitta. ¢ Wm
do you say about Walborg ? ”

“ Why what shall I say about her already ! Sha w

a most beautiful i lmage *

- % And about 8iri ? v

“ Ah ! as for her, why I declare she is a regular wﬂd'
creature; and that sort of conduct is far less becoming'.
to her now than it was five years ago. At that period.
I saw her for the last time at her mother’s, thd
general's lady, in Silverdale. She was thea a negx
Jected, wild child, but yet possessed of a peouliar
fascinating loveliness. I shall never forget it, how ints.
one evening, when her mother was gone to bed, she:
stole out into the court-yard, and there quite alone
played and danced about by herself with a little Xitteni.
Methinks I see it yet, how her little fair nakted feet
flew about like rays of light upon the dark, damp
ground, while she was throwing up small pebbles in the
air and catching them again, or made the little kitten go
through her evolutione over her head,—she led me to
the thought of the fairy-queen, that is said to dance
in the summer-nights—small, delicate, and .fair, with
golden locks. Nevertheless I then played the part of
a very rigid governor, for I went imto'the court, aad
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compebled - the little dancer to betake herself again mnto
the house and into her bed. She was then extremely
angry with me, but afterwards we became very good
fiiends, and called each other brother and sister. Shé
was ut that time ten years old, and trained up in the
most singular manner. The General had allowed her
taigrow up like a boy, and taken pleasure in teaching
her to ride, swim, and so forth, just after the manner of
beyss and her own love and pleasure for such things
promboted this sort of training. After his death his
wife wished to turn this training into quite an opposite
direction, but this proved abortive in powerless attempts
which only stirred up her mind. I have been told that
they locked her up for whole days in order to bring
hisr to vest and to obedience; but when this was found
by mo means availing, they let her have her sway
agein, and gave her then more liberty and unrestraint
shan ever before. But now these sort of doings ought
not to continue thus any longer. She cannot be far
foem sixteen years old, and has already been almost a
twelvemonth here. What then does my father think
and say of her wild conduct ?

.4 He shakes his head at it; but in his heart, J be~
lieve, he loves the girl, and is delighted with her.
Bince she has come into the house he hus only been
here a few months, afterwards he was obliged to attend
the imperiul diet.”

¢ And my mother, what does she think and say 2"

# Wgll, yes—that's the worst, yousee. Thereisa
semething in this I don't exactly comprebend. Aunt,
you know, exercises over every body a sort of power,
bat not, you see, over Biri. Only think, she has not
yet:been.able:to move her even once to accompany her
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to church. There is a something very strange between
them beth, but nothing that bespeaks any good. She
does not obey aunt any more than she obeys any body
in general. She follows her own inclination, which,
strictly speaking, is mot exaetly bad, excepting when
she is bent upon playing some mischievous trick upon
Godelius. For next to roving about in fields and woods;
her most favourite enjoyment is to play with little
children, to clothe them, and to make them presests
and besides this, to tame and tend animals. Al the
servants of the house love her as the apple of their eye;
and she spends far more time among them. than all the
rest of us. Walborg she caunot endure; my Adjunct
she almost looks upon as a witch, not undeserving,
perhaps, of getting a little taste of hot faggots, but
L...

“ Well, and you Brigitta?”

“I like her. And were I & man, why—I llmuld,
perhaps, fall in love with her.”

“With Siri? Areyousilly? She is not, pethqn,
without some wild charm, but-—she is not in the least
pretty ; rather plain; coarse features,—a nose like a
potatoe; & rough feint: a pale sunburnt complexion.”

“Ahl men with their beauty first and last. I tell
you, Olof, that Siri in spite of her features—in spite
of her teint and complexion, is possessed of a beauty
surpassing even the most regular Greeian beauty ; she
has an expression and a ‘play-of looks, which neither
more nor less, is downright bewitching. And, besides,
there lies diffused over the whole girl, over her bedy,
no less than over her soul, a freshness, a fragrance, a
dew—if I may so express myself, which has more
charm than all the finest colours and formes.  Yes, yes,
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yu!l Mind you only, that you don’t some fine day
fall in love with that little wild creature with the
posatoe-nose.”

Olof langhed out right heartily, and in the same in.
stant the door flew wide open, and Siri entered with
torn clothes, and her light flaxen air in the greatest dis-
aorder, but fresh and smiling as the morning, while with’
béaming eyes she presented Olof with a kind of bushy
plant with blueish stem and twigs, and golden blossoms
o every twig. ’

. Scarcely had the young botanist got sight of this
than he jumped up, snatched it away, and pressed it to
bis lipa'with the exclamation: * Salix Daphnoides 1

.Sirk threw herself over one of the trunks, and laughed
most besrtily. .

“ Now I believe that you haveall turned silly together,”
exclaimed Brigitta. And to a rational being it is not
the most agreeable thing in the world to live with silly
people; for although I have once been fish, still I have
always oonducted myself as a rational human child, and
¥ never had such a thought entering my miud, as to
gat or to kiss weeds.”

“Weeds | is that a weed?” exclaimed the enrap-
tured botanist. “ Why, its the rarest plant upon the
whole earth, for nowhere in the whole world it is to ba
foundexcept here in Mora, and nowhere would it thrive;
with its blossoms upon every branch, with its beautiful
blueish twigs, except alone in the sands of Mora. I
should have been in quest of it already this morning if
T had not first slept and gossiped away my time.
Where have you found this beautiful twig, Siri? But
I believe you have been hurting yourself .... you are
scratched about the eye.* .
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“Ah, that’s nothing; the busa struck me as [ was_

going to break it off, perhaps to revenge itself; and

perhaps one of the witches had some hand in it, for it

comes from that spot near the shore, where they were
burnt.” .

And while Olof went into another lighter room, in,

order more closely to inspect and examine his willow-
branches, Siri, half stretched out over the trunk, and
with her head resting upon her crossed arms, continued
to prattle away to Brigitta:

‘ Only think, as I was breaking off the twig, I saw
one of those black-burnt whipping-posts projecting out
of the sand. Only fancy, if the witches had also come
creeping out of the earth, huh—uh! "

And Siri laughed.

“ But it was frightful to think of, let me tell you,”
continued she, *that there, near the beautiful stream,
there should be three pillars standing, and that on one
St. Bartholomew’s day, seventeen human beirgs were
burnt there. But almost the whole of that witch-folk
boldly met their death, two only of the number quaked
and lamented.” .

“Good heaven! wherefore were they thus doomed ?*
exclaimed Brigitta, with horror, little acquainted with
the history of that place.

“ Because they travelled to Blaakulla,” replied Siri
again, with her cheerful smile; and in a half-whisper-
ing tone she continued, “ because they had been with
Satan. When the witches entered his service, they
each received a horn, a knife, and a pin. And when
they stuck the pin into the wall it opened with a great
noise, 8o that they could drive through with horses ard
carriages ; but the noise could not be heard by any one
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in the house, and when the witch bad taken her depar-
ture the wall fell together again so closely that nobody
could discover that it had ever been opened. But when
the witches came into 2 room, theysaid to the children:
‘Come mnow, ye little devils, and follow me to the
feast! And the children counld net resist, for from the
hom there issued such a splendour as completely
dazzled them. Then the witch took the children with
her and drove to other villages, where she collected
more ; for if she had not a goodly number with her
when'coming up to Satan, she was scolded, and fre-
qtently flogged into the bargain, with the command at
the same time to be off and fetch more children. Now
when the witch had collected a good many children,
she seated herself with them upon the Skjuts-(flying)
horse, which was generally a cow, and rode then back-
wards with them through the air, while she herself
tarned her back frontways. Andriding along thus, she
cried :
¢ Thus ride we up,
Thus ride we down,
And straightway to the devil.’

1s wot that fipe fun 1>’ And Siri laughed right heartily,
namely, when she heard Brigitta answering :

' 4] can't exactly call it so, Well, but what took
plape afteewards 2 **

# Why,”* continued Siri, “on the way she rode intp
‘bans, when the witch placed her sack under the corn-
b, saying : -

¢ Let corn cor draw,
And straw draw straw.’

And lhmedmely the grains flew into the sack, but the
c
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straw remained. On the way the witches also.a¢ timen
rested upon the church roofa to wait for their comrades,
and when they came they talked together about the,
pumber of children they each had with them, and the,
children seated themselves upon the roof, where they.
looked like little lizards. In the meantime the witches
went into the belfry, and scraped off a little from. the
belle. When they made off again, they rode threugh
8 blue cloud and there ejected the meta), Wluch they.
had scraped off, while they cried : , L
¢May my soul never come nearer to God G

Than does this metal the bell.’ :

Whea they came to Blaskulla, the clnldm\,uw.
house, that appeared like bright gold . Intothis the
witches went, and prosirated themselves: before Satan,
and called him ‘Lord and mighty Prince.! They then
condugcted and pruenwd the children befere &m., and
said : "

¢ Behold, grandsire, what a beautiful lmlcdevil l
here bring with me !’

¢ Satan then asked the children whethar theywubd
to serve him, and most of them answered, “ Yes,"” . (for
although Satan was always fettered with a great ehain,
he nevertheless looked so splendid, and every thiug
around him shone so gloriously, that they could not pos-
sibly do otherwise than answer, “ Yes.”) Satan thén
promised that he would assist them, and that they
should have joy and pleasure as long as they lived, He
then marked them by biting into their forehencfa into
their crowns, their fingers; and a pen was dlpyed lp,
blood, with which the child's pamg¢.was wzjtten ip &

large, book. aftey which the child xgecived s Aikueg

‘
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Riksdaler from Satan. But when the child spoke about
this, or confessed where it had been, then the Riksdaler
changed into wood shavings, or into a stick.  After the
child had received this earnest money, the witch was
delighted -and said to the child,—

“ ¢ Now, then, you will be mine for ever, and if you
are still you shaill always go with me to the feast.’

4“Then the witches began to prepare their dishes; to
roast, bake, and brew; to make sausages; to distil
brandy, and to get ready a sumptuous banquet, over
which they enjoyed themselves right merrily, and
where Satan sported with his tail under the table,
striking it against the floor. When the feast and dance
was over, then the chief steward, at Satan’s command,
gave notice where the next assembly, or convention,~
fou 8o this feust was called—was to be held. After this
thve witches brought the children back again, each to its
own home. The children received in Blaakulla also,
beautiful horns, and learned to curse all that is high
and holy : heaven and earth, all corn in the fields, and
all birds, with the exception of the magpie. And new
names also they received in Blaaknila, such as the
+Ugly One,” ‘God's Death,’ &c.

¢ Is not that glorious 2 and Siri lifted up her head
and laughed again right heartily.®

* ‘What Siri here related 1s, for the most part, found in an
imperfect MS., which, together with ¢ Narrations of Witcha
craft Proceedings in Dalecarlia, during the years 1668 and
1673," was forwarded to the press by C. G. Kréningsswird. The
imperfal council, Lorentz Kreutz, and several honourable
gentiemien, weré members of the commission appointed to
Mold an fhguisition on that “ puisance;” which proved a san-
gudtrary bne; indsiruch as daring the years oommem;.lng from

e 3
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" % Glorious t—No, I cannot exactly say so!* said
Brigitta; “and I do not remember ever to have heard

1868to 15th April, 1671, not less than forty-seven persons appear.
to have been executed for witchcraftin Fahlum-Lehn. Inthe
year 1678, this peculiar mal.dy revlvetl again in Dalecariia,
and with it the tr t, which d only
the more to i the infecti The“ Catherine
de la Gardie, ci-devant Taube, however, took the part of those
unfortunate deluded creatures, and by her interference broaght
things to such a crisis, that the persecation against them, and
consequently also the malady itself, graduaily ceased. In onr
own days yet, we hear of cases here and there of a relapse in
this disease ; for when the imagination of the Dalecarlians be-
comes inflamed, it easily grows gloomy and gives birth to
wonders. Butnow other means are made use of to counter=
act this evil besides the pfllory and stake. Some time ago
there was a young girl at Soller3, who maintained that she
‘was conducted every night to Blaakulla. Her parents, honest
but simple-minded people, were highly troubled about it.
They watched over their dasughter, bound her fast to her bed
with ropes: but all that was of no avail. Weepiog she dee
clared, in the morning, that she had still been in Blaakulla
during the night. At length the afficted parents went with
her to the minister of the island, and intreated him amid tears,
to rescue their child from the jaws of Satan. After having
spoken to the girl several times, the minister one day said to
her,—“I know a means, & sure remedy to cure you; but it
will cost me a good bit of trouble; but as there seems to be no
other remedy left, we must have recourse to it.” With the
utmost solemnity he made the girl take a seat upon an easy
chair in the centre of the room, took down a copy of * Cor-
nelius Nepos,” from his book.shelf, and began to read a chap-
ter outof it. Before he had finished the girl nd soundly fallen
asieep, On her awaking the minister nmnouhmm
she was cured, and . . . . 50 she was.
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& more horrible story. Dear Siri, from whom have you
Jheard this story ?*

“From . ...a magpie!” answered Siri, archly
nodding her head. ‘“ And this magpie has, moreover,
promised to take me some fine day to . . . . Blaakulla;
for I should very much like to ride thither through the
air and the azure clouds, and see how things are going
on there.”

*“ Heaven keep us, girl ! what strange stuff you are
talking! Olof,” continued Brigitta, turning to the
young man, who was just re-entering again, * what
sort of stories are those about the witch-folk and flights
to the Blaakulla here in Dalecarlia, of which Siri is
prating there? Are they her own invention, or is there
some truth in them ?”

“'There is truth in them, inasmuch as such stories,
and a bloody Inquisition about them, actually took
place here; namely, in the pariehes about the Silja~
Jake,”” answered Olof. “ A number of people, both
-eld and young, were accused of holding intercourse
with those evil spirits.

“Yes,” interrupted Siri; ‘“‘and among these there

was a young girl who protested that she was innocent,
but had no wish to remain alive: and she was placed
before the judgment-seat of God. Judgment-seat of
God! How wild and solemn that sounds!” And Siri
quickly trembled and turned somewhat pale, while
slowly she repeated, as if to herself, “ Judgment-seat
of God 1"
. “But do, pray, look at the girl 1"’ softly whispered
Brigitta; but this admonition was usnecessary, for
Qlof never. tumed away his eyes from that peculiar
.child, whose soul seemed to be agitated by a duep
emotiofs.
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- % There are many wonderful things here in the
world,”” continued Siri, thoughtfully; *and to me all
these marvellous things are, indeed, interesting. I
should very much like to see and try all things.”

““Even to take a trip to the Blaakulla!" said Olof.

‘ Aye, that above all things!” exclaimed Siri. “ I
should dearly like to get a sight of Satan.”

“ Not one of the most recommendable acquaintance-
ship, I must confess, my dear sister,”” said Olof,
laughing. ,

“Only think, if he should set his teeth into your
forehead ! ” said Brigitta.

“Oh!” answered Biri, * I should take pretty good
care,—] should not come 80 close to him as to let him
do that. Besides, you know, he is fastened down with
a chain : the witches file at it, it is true, in order to get
it off; but no sooner had one link been almost filed
through and was ready to break asunder, than an angel
comes and solders it together again, so that it becomes
just as thick again as before. But now I must awayin
order to feed my animals, and then I shall ride out.
Will you accompany me -1l take you all round the
world.”

¢ Wherever you like, but not to Blaakulla, i{ you
please,” said Brigitta; “ for thither I certainly shall
not accompany you."

With a hearty laugh Siri left the room, but dropped,
in going, a few tufts of moss out of her apron, which
Olof picked up.

* That's a part of Siri's trash, as Walborg and others
of the family here call it,”” said Brigitta. “ She is
perpetually going about gathering moss and stones,
birds’ eggs, dead butterflies, and, if I mistake nat,
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flies 200, and all sorts of other curiosities whith she
picks up in the wood and in the field. Al this she
carties together into her room, which for all the world
looks like a regular lumber-room.”

* Hem !—I must try to get a sight of that lumber-
room ! » said Olof.

A moment afterwards he heard, in the court-yard, a

Aewr and melodious voice, and saw Siri standing upon
the steps of oue of the side buildings, surrounded by a
lot of beautiful animals, which partly fluttered about
der head, partly crowded between her feet in order to
receive corn, bread, and cresses at her hands. Among
the unwinged creatures, Olof observed a beautiful deer's
calf, with little bells attached to its young growing
homs; and was informed that its mother had been
shot ona bear’s chase during the winter, and that the
yeumg one then, instead of fleeing, had followed the
people—the murderers of its mother. The fawn was
twomght to Mora, where Siri became its keeper; and
the animal soon followed her with the fidelity and at-
gachment of a dog. And Durathor, as the fawn was
oalled, after one of the stags, which according to
RBdda were grazing upon the summit of ¥dragsil, ran
aveut loose in the court; but took no heed of any
body excepting Siri. At that moment it licked her
hands, and looked up to her with a marvellous fondness
expressed in its bright brown eyes.

Whilst Olof is helping Rirt to feed her animals, we
will accompany Brigitta awhile. 'We do this with full
cowfidence. Her forehead vouches us for her prudence,
und her entire little vound figure is such a thorough
axpression of good mature and cheerful dispositivn,
that we mo'ndt surprised that her friends should find
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it something very unnatural to see her downcast for
ten minutes together. Her roguish little eyes, her
good-tempered and merry airs promise us moreover to
keep us frequently in good humour. And what still
more draws us to Brigitta is—what we know from sure
authority—the circumstance that with all the merry
humour, she yet possesses a real enthusiasm for the
tragic-sublime, and that she has a great relish for all
poetry, though she never composes verses.

‘We now come to stop with her before a tall, meagre
gentleman, who with an extraordinary abstract appear-
ance, sits there deeply absorbed in a Greek text.
Brigitta pauses before him, and says, in a solemn tone:

¢ Salutem Doctoribus Venerabilibus! comment vous
portez vous diesen morgen?”

At this question the abstracted figure looks up, and,
smiling, says: ‘ What language do you call that 2

“ Does not the learned doctor understand Babylon-~
ish? that language is as old as the world. How do
you do, mio caro ? Comment? Angry looks! spleenibus
non comfortable ?

“Speak Swedish, and give me a kiss!"’ cried the
Adjunct, with his deepest bass voice and the mildest
look beaming out of his light blue eyes. But Brigitta
answered in such a flood of Babylonish, that the Ad-
junct began most highly to protest against such a
“gibberish,” and against the intermingling of noble
Latin into it. A hearty laugh resolved this confusion,
and the treaty of reconciliation was concluded in
Swedish, and in that silent language which is usual
between lovers, and must be a priniitive one, for it is
spoken and understood in the whole world. ~ After this
Brigitta left her Adjunct, in order to petition Walborg
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~who had the management of the interior domestic
affairs—for his favourite dish to dinner, and which
consisted of pancakes.

Adjunct Godelius was a learned man, namely in the
ancient languages and the conditions of past ages, but
he had a great tendency to fall out, as it were, out of
time and space of the present every-day life, whence
indeed for the sake of counterbalance he had attached
himself to a companion in life, who afforded him suf-
ficient aplomb, and who besides heartily loved him. In
fact it was not possible for it to be otherwise, upon a
more intimate acquaintance with him. Friends and
superiors had indeed shown him much friendship, but
had always overlooked him in cases of promotion so
that at an age of nearly forty years, he still continued
a plain, poor scholastic divine. During this summer
he passed his time in Mora to exercise himself in the
ministerial office, but he had little prospect of soon
being able to moveinto a ‘“ house of his own.” He was
too mild and philanthropic to allow any bitter feelings
about it to spring up in his heart, but in their place
phantoms of disease rose in his body and imagination,
and there carried on a spectre-haunt which only yielded
before Brigitta’s Latin or playful jests and funny
grimaces.

Brigitta meanwhile went to seek up Walborg, and
there found her brother Lasse, who was making recon-
noitrings about the beautiful but apathetic female, who
quietly and gravely went about with the bunch of keys,
followed by the cook, and gave out provisions for the
wants of the family. After Lieutenant Lasse’s offers for
rendering little services had been refused, and his like

attempts to enter into a conversation proved unsuc-
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cessful, he then hummed his favourite melody from an
old opera to himself :
, “Tho’ lifemay be short and be dull
Yet amusement may lighten the way.

“Good morning, Brother Lasse!” interrupted Bl’iv-
gitta. “ Already in full activity, I perceive. A beautifulk
wmaiden, Walborg ; what? . . . . whatsay you?*’

“ Beautiful, handsome as Venus and proud as Juwo
Well, well, that will do no harm to begin with. But I
suppose you are quite sure that she.is a real humag
being of flesh and blood, as all the rest of us are? ™.

¢ Well, I should think so, but cannot warrant it pasi-
tively. [ am just this very moment purposing to seek

her up, and to request her to give us pancakes for
dinner.”

““ Pancakes! Delightful! Walborg, pancakes ior
dinner; what prospects! I will accompany you to ud
you in moving her hard heart.”

Tho' life may be short and be dull
Yet amusement may lighten the way!
Then I'll ne’er neglect to enjoy to the full:
Both loveand delight in my day.”

Madame Ingeborg had invited her nelghboun 6!
Solerd and Noreberg for the afternoon of the first of
May, with the intent of undertaking an exeursion in
the country round about, in order to show Olof severs}
of the principal beauties there, and then to conduct
him to Tomtegaard, near Utmedland, where the famous
cellar was to be paid a visit to.

There was no little joy and no little merry talk
amonyg the young people in the large carringe wifich,

with the * Grandmother of Dslomi™ in-thefr midat,
who was beartily rejoiced at the chéetfudiiesyof the

-
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young people, was proceeding on its way. Olof and
8iri led the way on horse-back, and thus they set out
into the far and widely beautiful country around.

Hills upon hills and valleys in valleys are the origin

of the name given to the country of Dalecarlia; and
hither one must come, if one wishes to see in nature, a
yet existing majestic innocence, and a people still in a
patriarchal condition, disappearing as it does more and
more from the earth, and which bears in itself so many
featares of grand and exalted beauty.

As the Dalelfe flows through Dalecarlia—a great
and easy thought through a serious and toilsome life—
90 does that of life or religion run through the active
life of its inhabitants ; and centuries have rolled away
over this people without leaving any rust behind.
They are in their exterior, in manners, costume, and
sentiments the very same yet as in the time of Engel-
brecht and Wasa. Labour and devotion have preserved
them in health and youthful vigour. Their dwellings
are of low structure. They bend their necks at the
door of their huts, but never beneath the yoke of an
oppressor. Great historical events have consecrated
this soil,—this mother-earth of Swedish liberty—not-
withstanding monuments or memorial-tablets are no-
where to be seen. But precisely here is the abode of
innocence, They will show you a cellar, a barn, a
eharming verdant hillock near the shore of the Dalelfe,
and tell you:

“ Here concealed himself from his pursuers, here
threshed for his daily bread, here addressed the people

of Mora the deliverer of Sweden, Gustavus Wasa.”

And before your imagination there arises the moat
glurigns somance that history cav exhibit, aml the
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noble reminiscences which no careful conservator pre-
serves, no learned Cicero records, seem to whisper to
you from the woods, from the hills, and from the valleys ;
from the vigorous forms of the people, and from the
river, which, of itself, while running its course from
its source on the rock of Idre to the Baltic, with the
hundreds of rivulets which it embraces in its bosom,
with its splendid foam, ¥ts deep, beautiful reservoirs,
its creeks, its growing power, and its ultimately mag-
nificent waterfall, near Elfkarleby, till it discharges
itself into the ocean, isa living picture of those heroic
fictions.

Such were the thoughts, which during the ramblings
of that day arose in Olof’s mind. We will not enter
into further details in describing them, but will pause
with them at the village Utmedland, where the com-
pany alighted from the carriage, in order to repair on
foot to the cellar of Tomtegaard, which is situate in 4
meadow near the shores of the Silja-lake.

The little house which formerly vaulted over it has
long since fallen into ruin, but at present a sort of
spacious saloon has been built of wood. There agood
genius—* The Nisus of the cellar,”—as Madame Ingé-
borg said, had spread out a table with all kinde of
refreshments, which was greeted with universal marks
of satisfaction. But Olof wished first of all to go down
into the oellar; and Siri, who, with forethought, had
taken a tinder-box with her, lighted candles, lifted up
a trap-door in the floor, and cautiously descended the
narrow little stone steps leading into the ¢eMar. The
walls in the saloon above are covered: alli-over with
names which were inscribed, scratched, yea, even en-
graved with utmost pains by travellers, names in a
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measure highly important to—their possessors. In
the little room under ground, there are no names to be
read upon the black walls, there every thing is empty,
still, and desolate, as in the grave; but there lives a
great remembrance—the remembrance of a hero, who
sat concealed in this dark cave, with his misfortune,
his grand schemes, and with Sweden’s future prospects
in his breast. What feelings, what thoughts had not
lived within these walls of earth? Not the slightest
ray of daylight can penetrate them from without. Each
with a candle in hand, Olof and Siri now stood there,
and. looking around them on the black walls, the black
roof, the black floor, they stared at each other, while
the same thoughts lightened forth from their eyes.

On coming up into the saloon again, they heard
Madame Ingeborg relating how the Danes, during
Gustavus'’s tarrying in this country, had been in search
after him in Tomtegaard, and how he had been obliged
to hide himself in the cellar there, and how Tom Maiz
Larsson’s housewife had rolled a large hop-vat over
the cellar trap-door, so that he could not be found by
the enemy. With a little tincture of pride, Madame
Ingeborg remarked that Gustavus Wasa was indebted
for the saving of his life at three different times to the
patriotism and cunning of Dalecarlian women.

While they were here entertaining and regaling
themselves, some maids from Mora came walking up
across the meadow, and collected round the cellar with
that childish curiosity such as is frequently found among
the people of Dalecarlia. Among these were young
girls who wore their hair interplaited with red ribbon,
and tied up upon the head after the custom of the
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country, so that it appeared as if they were udbhed
with flower-wreaths.

Madame Ingeborg invited them all to the parsonage
of Mora; and in boats, which she had ordered to' come
fiom Mora, they riow rowed back thither across the glass-
smooth Silja, while the sun on taking its farewell flung
golden mantles around the glganuc forms of the moun-
taing. Pre-eminently grand in appedrance on this
occasion was the South-berg, for from the lake one side
of it was seen in the most replete radiant spiendouwr,
while the other stood there dark and grave. Siri also
had become quite grave, and never turned awayhereyes
from the majestic mountain.

They rowed up the stream, and landed near the wé-
called bell-pit, a verdant hillock near the river-side.
Here the company tarried a moment, and recalled to
memory what had taken place here in former times, for
here it was where, on a holy feast-day, about the cime
of Christmas, when the people of Mara were just coming
out of church, Gustavus had addressed the assembled
congregation. The low south sun stood precisely over
the southward-situate South-berg, and shed a radiant
reflection over the snow-covered regions. There was
a fresh north breeze wafting over, which was augured
by the men of Mora as a propitious omen. They afl
flocked round Gustavus, while attentively contemplat.
ing the famous young man, of whose persecution they
had already heard so much talked. With his powerfid
sonorous voice, he here began to speak

“ 1 look upon your large assembly with great joy,
but with equally as much anxiety and tare ‘do I con-
template the condition of us all «...”
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+ He.then proceeded to delineate the unhappy condi-
tion of the people of Sweden under Denmark’s despotic
dominion, and concluded with the following words :

“The raen of Dalecarlia have at all times proved
therselves free-hearted and undaunted whenever their
father-land’s cause was called in gquestion, for which,
indeed, ye are renowned in our chronicles, and the
whole Swedish nation now turn their eyes upon yon,
for they are wont to look upon you as the firmest pro-
teotors and defenders of liberty amd their father-land.

1. will gladly accompany you, and have preserved my
sward and bloed for yon, for more has the tyrant net
left me. And he shall then get to know-that Swedish
men aye egually as faithful, as brave, and that they wish
to be treated with the code, but not with the yoke."”

. The Lule patriotic-minded company, which now at
se after period of upwards of three hundred years com-
memorated ¢the remembrance of the hero, here drank
his bealth and that «of liberty, which his exploits had
schieved; after which shey broke up gaily and merrily
sparting, and pi ded to the p ge.

. la:thei:onru-ynd of Mora the sounds of the chopping-
hoard-wete already heard on the arrival of the company.
They played the melancholy, but dance-inviting Orsa-
Polka, ; whish ‘was performed with ‘unimerrupted
bass,; "’ #Rd sqon pair after paiv merrily whirled about,
kesping, xegular time. It once occurred—but it is
already.: &.lahg- time ago—that Charles XI, whirled
about in the coutt-yard of Mora in the polka with the
maidens of (Dalegatlia. Of that sight we should very
much; like 40 hdne: been spectators ; now Lieutenant
Lasse whirled about. here, altogether fire and flame, for
his beautiful but unfeeling cousin Walborg.
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‘She was dancing for the most part with the chi
or playing and jumping about with them. All at once
Olof fancied as if he recognised the girl of ten years
again, who had enraptured him with her dancing that
sammer’s-night. It is true, she had now grown con-
siderably taller, but that delicate elastic form was stijl
childish and imperfectly formed ; her curls had still their
former golden radiancy, as if a sunbeam was entwined in
them. Her dark blue eyes shone so brightly, her feet
flew so nimbly and lightly over the ground—Olof was
mecessarily reminded again of the fairy-queen of which
the legend writes, that she was “languishing and
deticate, slender os a lily, and gifted with an alluring
lovely voice.” He looked upon’ Siri with heartfelt
pleasure. Yet he contemplated Walborg also, and con-
ceded to her great advantages over Siri in point of
beauty and womanly dignity. This contrast consider-
ably increased later in the evening, when he saw her
occupied with the supper, which before open doors was
served up in the saloon, when he observed her care
for, and attention to all and every thing around her,
and when he at the same time saw Siri upon the steps
in front of the house, who with the utmost ease, and
without the least constraint, was smoking a cigar with
the Provoet of Soller, and drinking punch with the
Adjunct, loudly and merrily talking and laughing with
them at the same time. He could scarcely conceive it
to be the same Siri, whose eyes so beautifully shone a¢
Utmedland, and whose dancing had just reminded him
of the queen of the fairies. She now appeared to him
in the cleuds of tobacco.smoke with the cigar in her
mouth tranaformed into a little witcl, and he felt an
irresistibly strong inclination to téll her how detestable
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he now considered her. Nor did he withstand thie
desire, but soon stood behind Siri, while whispering to
her his humble opinion. He received in reply a cloud
of tobacco-smoke into his face, with the assurance that
she cared very little as to what he thought and judged.

“ Yes, she is the right sort of person for any one to
fall in love with,” thought Olof; “ she is a demi-savage!
I might almost be led to think my dear sensible
Brigitta had grown a litde foolish!” And with a
most significant look he turned to whitely-arrayed
Brigitta, who offered him a plate with a favourite dish
of the Dalecarlians—grits and milk.

The dance continued till ten o'clock, and imme-
diately afterwards the company separated. Madame
Ingeborg seemed to be much concerned, that all should
retire to rest in good time, and diligently urged them
on toit. Olof was somewhat vexed about it. He for his
part would gladly, as he declared, have remained up
the whole night and entertained himself with her. In
the mean time he fell asleep as soon as he got into bad,
and soon all in the house were, like him, reposing in
the arms of sleep. One person only was still awake,
and that was Madame Ingeborg. .

In the light night of May she stood at her window,
and once more perused the note that she had read in
the morning, and the contents of which were as follows:

“ My BELOVED WIrE,
“To-morrow, but probably not until late in the eve.
ning, I shall be with you again. Do not say a word to
the young folks of my coming; let every one in the
house retire to rest at the usual time. I cherish the
childish wish to see you alone on that evening, and to
: D
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be welcomed by you alone; I do not wish ta be d’ﬂ

turbed by any thing or by any person. When I arrive
in the night, I do not wish to see a light in any other
window, except in yours only. That little light from
your window—oh, how it shall shine towards, nay into
me, into my soul, into my heart! Beloved wife!
fatigued, dull, provoked at the little-mindedness and
egotism of men, wearied from useless debatings, from
unsuccessful exertions, where the most honest intentions
founder against coldness and convenience, angry with
the world and myself,—thus, my Ingeborg, do I come
back to you, in order to lay down my head in your lap,
for you to breathe away the clouds from my heart, while
laying your warm hand upon my breast. Oh! I have
such a partner, and yet venture to complain! My
little woman ought, by rights, to punish me for this;
but did you but know what I feel at the thought
that I shall soon be and remain with you, you would
then not be dissatisfied with your
“ Gustavus,

“P.S. It seems to me to-day as if the evening would

never arrive.”

Madame Ingeborg’s heart was warmly breathed
upon by these lines, and hence no doubt it was thatshe
felt constrained to breathe warmly on them again, by
pressing them to her lips while her eyes beamed in
bedewed brilliancy. She believed she had prepared
every thing long since for the reception of her husband,
and called to aid all the pleasant household gods, that
home might embrace him as a heaven full of love. Now

-she again cast a carefully-examining glance around the
fresh comfortable chamber; she hastily surveyed the
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Ffttle repast, which she had in readiness in the adjoin-
ing room, and which was to refresh the weary traveller;
she again set in order the new morning-gown and
slippers, which, in the absence of her husband, she had
made up for him, and then at last cast one more glance
in the glass on herself, on the light white muslin dress,
on the dazzling little white lawn cap, which, like a
white cloud, rested over her dark-brown hair. Madame
Ingeborg was one of those ladies, who after a ten years’
marriage, still continue their endeavours in a neat and
noble manner to please their husbands, and, therefore,
never lose their attachment—that flower or seasoning
in all human alliances. But Gustavus Nordenwall was
one of that class of husbands, too, who make of this an
agreeable burden, or rather a pleasure. And now
Madame Ingeborg was awaiting, listening, and watch-
ing with a feeling which makes the heart throb and the
blood alternately colour and discolour the cheeks. At
every little noise from without she started up. How
much is there not in the manner, in the expression with
which one awaiteth a husband, with which one hears his
footsteps in the entrance-hall of the house, his hand at
the door-handle 2—one may read a whole history in this
in a moment,

‘We know a young woman of inferior station who lost
her husband, and who, when speaking of her life during
her marriage, told us, with tears in her eyes :

“ A harsh word may now and then, perhaps, have
occurred between us, as is sometimes the case with
married people, but never had I any occasion to fear
when I heard him take hold of the door-handle.”

How many wives are there who cannot say this!
Ah! we have, in such moments, seen ch;eh grow

D
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pale, and eyes bewildered and turning yellow as it
were. But we are also acquainted with wives, who
daily tremble at this electric touch, but—for joy.

The clock had struck eleven when an unmistaken
rnlling of a carriage was heard, which soon after stopped
in front of the gate of the court-yard of Mora. Madame
Ingeborg hastened down into the entrance hall, and
embraced—her husband,
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Hours had passed, and the conjugal pair were still
sitting beside each other on the casy couch. His head
was reclining on her shoulder, and the noble bitter
feature which imparted to his countenance a peculiar
interesting expression, was now softened and brightened
into a peaceful affectionate smile.

A mythos in the Finnish national poem * Kalewala,”
relates of & mother who had lost her son, and who in
the depth of the river found the dead again, but torn
into a thousand pieces. However, she collected the
scattered fragments ; she gathered together the limbs
of her lacerated dismembered son into her lap, and then
singing, rocked him fogether again. Who in the world
is there that has suffered and struggled, and does not
discern the sense, the truth of this legend? Ah!

Only rock thou the cradle of love !

Tune sweetly the comforter’s heart-soothing lay,

Let the beating heart tranquilly move !

And slumber thou restless earth, sleep while you may,
©Only rock thou the cradle of love !

Lull thou the sorrows that memory brings,

Call dreams of enchantment alone to the side

Of the slumberer, heralds to be of good things,

Rock gently his bark on love's soft-swelling tide
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Place Hope at the helm and in might,

Give high thoughts the bold courage to fire !
For freedom, for truth, and for light,

Let the strength of the North-man aspire:
But let accents of tenderness sound

Ever sweetly to earth’s furthest bound,
Only rock thou the cradle of love !

And thus Madame Ingeborg had lulled to rest the
cares; thus her sensible, sweet words, had sung health
and peace into the soul of her husband. He had re-
lated to her the subjects of his exertions and debates;
of the just cause he had advocated, and the wrong he
bad suffered. And with her whole soul, with her whole
heart, she had listened, apprehended, sympathised,
expressed her indignation at his opponents, and her
joy at his intentions, his endeavours,—yes, even at the
fruitless results ;—for we all know, *what is sown in
the snow springs up in the thaw; "’ and by degrees she
had turned his thoughts to the quickening spring-side
of life. 8he had spoken to him of that peaceful voca-
tion so dear to his heart, to which he would now again
devote himself in the spiritual care of his flock, of the
important scientific labours, which he would now be
able to prosecute in all quietness, of the blessing which
his good purposes must hereby eventually diffuse; she
understood the art of exciting courage and hope, and
hence she succeeded in lulling every bitter feeling in
the breast of her partner to rest, and to dispel every
cloud from his brow. Now, he was calm, and smiling,
eagerly listened to every thing that she told him about
her yearnings after his return, of her joy on his arrival,
of spring, of Mora, about the domestic circle, and of
the prospect of the future life they would henceforth
enjoy together. Only one isolated feature in this picture
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turned into a dark shade. When the Professor asked
after Siri, of his consort, and how matters were going
on with her, Madame Ingeborg, deeply sighing,
answered :

“ Ah, Gustavus! I am very much afraid she will
never become a rational creature in this world. I tear,
that through her unhappy training, she has once for
all become irrecoverably wild and untractable; or, per-
haps, also that I do not properly understand how to
manage and reform her.”

“ Patience, patience, only, my dear little woman,”
commenced the Professor, to comfort on his part.
““You calculate too little upon the influence of the
family in the long run. If this is such as it ought to
be, it exercises a quiet power which no member of it
oan eventually resist. Indeed it even renders hostile
powers subservient, and makes use of the fire-kindling
hell in a family, as a cheering, warming brand, upon
the homely hearth. I am not apprehensively uneasy
about Siri. Sheshall be tamed, unconsciously to herself,
and it will not require any particularly harsh means to
accomplish it. T like to see life and spirit in youth;
and when, moreover, this is the case in a girl, she will
not rest until she has reduced all ice around her of six
yards wide, into a melting state. And such a girl is or
will be our little Siri. Walborg’s apathy and reserve
is, in fact, much more dangerous. We must try to
melt that ice near a suitable fire. But that will not be
such a very easy matter; I would much rather have

to do with that wild-fire. Whenever this can preserve
its proper direction, its proper sustenance, it yill be-
come a blessing. It is now about time that Siti should
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be prepared for confirmation, and it will afford me ,

pleasure, myself to instruct her during the summer.”

“Ah! that would certainly be very good, if the girl
only were not so self-willed; and you, my good Gua~
tavus, you always get so easily in a passion.”

“ 1 am aware of that, but I am also aware that youx
voice, your mere presence, can hush me to composure,
when I am on the point of flying up in a passion. Be
present then during my hours of instruction with Sixi,
if you please, or give me an amulet, a lock of your
hair, or a few words written by your own hand, which I
will wear upon my breast, that they may counteract
my passionate mind. But now, that I am at home
again, it seems to me, as if I should become as harm-

ess as a lamb; for I cannot conceive how any thing
should possibly be able violently to excite me, and least
of all a young girl with such charming natural talents,
as she possesses, and who, besides, is so great a fa-
vourite of mine. Mark my words, if we shall not one
day live to see the young girl become a source of great
joy and comfort tous all. Nor do I raise lower expecta-
tions of my ron. I am very glad to have him now at home
with us. He has for many years past lived more for
his head than his heart; and I fear, that the formation
of the latter has been neglected. But here you shall
be of assistance to him and to me. I coincide in the
opinion of that writer, who says: ‘There is but one
university, which is that where the heart is formed.’ '’®

Nordenwall had raised himself up while he was
speaking, and it wasnow his wife, who was reclining

* {. UNos.—' Promenader } Wm", -
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ber head against him, while listening to his words, and
then spoke :

“Ah! how glad am I to hear your voice again, and
to feel once more over me the breath of your strength-
ening and protecting spirit. Ah! how charming does
life appear to me now. If one could now thus breathe
out one’s spirit. . .. thus now—thus make one’s transi-
tion from the light of earth to that of heaven! But
that would be too much. That were, a life, a death,
without night;—and the night will come.... must
onee come !’ These last words she pronounced in a
visionary, but half prophetic tone.

““ But now it is morning,” said Madame Ingeborg,
and rose up, “and now that my son is here again, {
will be iu good spirits, and full of hope again, I will
become young again, at least as far as concerns the
mind for the body....Gustavus! I have grown old
during your absence; my longing after you has laid
its heavy weight on my five and thirty years; 1 have
received a great wrinkle about my eye!...."”

¢ Is it possible ?*’ said Nordenwall; * may I be al-
lowed to see it? Yes, I do declare, a wrinkle!” And
he—kizsed it. So heartily had he not kissed the
smooth eyelid when a bridegroom.

“Thanks!” said she, affectionately smiling; “you
have consecrated my old age.”

“To a more beauteous renewed youth. I love that
wrinkle!”” And he kissed her once more.

The golden spring sun now shone into the window,
and shed his glittering rays on the two consorts, as if
to bless them. '

Oh, how charming it is to love with exalted purity!
How god-like is genuine love! He only, who, turned
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towards the quiet sun of thought, rejoices in being re-
moved from all the storms of the heart, and in baving
found in its quiet world a peace, a syfficiency, from
which men can nought detract, to which the fewest can
ought add, he only will at the sight of beings who live,
enjoy, and suffer in each other, feel his heart involun—~
tarily warmed and—perhaps with a tear in his eye——
exclaim : ¢ Oh, how beautiful it is to love! how divine
is genuine love !”” Ye husbands and wives, brothers
aud sisters, and friends, who love as God loves, beauti-

ful and blessed is your lot; the only one upon earth to

which the promise is given—the promise of *eternal

habitations ”’ in the land, where love itself is the sun

thereof, the sun that never sets,




THE FAMILY AT MORA.

It would be well if the members of a family would,
for a time be separated from one another. This effects
in many instances a salutary renewal; and re-union is,
when resting on the basis of love, so exuberant, so
peace-diffusing—a new spring. We do not go eo far
as the song which says :

¢ Always one and the same makes life but a bore,
And nature looks brighter for change evermore !
If I made of the sweetest of charms my wife,
And if she did’nt die soon—1I should hate my own life.”

But with the first two strophes we are perfectly

During the May-life which arose in the family of
Mora, in the first part of the time after the return of
its head member, the mind and spirits of all revived
and blossomed anew; even the reserved Walborg
seemed to awake to a degree of life and common inte-
rest; Olof was happy in the feeling of being now
nearer to his father than ever; and Brigitta was quite
out of her head, and danced and skipped about with
her uncle, her aunt, her Adjunct, or whumever she
could lay hold of ; only Siri alone did not participate
in the general joy, she seemed to become more cay

.



60 LIFE IN DALECARLIA.

than heretofore, fied from the happy family, roved sbouwe
in the wood and in the fields—one seldom knew where, -
and a sort of wild melancholy frequently flung its
gloomy shades over her youthful countenance, and im-
parted to her look a dark expression. She was rarely
seen at home, except at meal times, and it touched
Madame Ingeborg’s heart, when she perceived how
frequently the eyes of the Professor sought the young
maiden, although he did not say any thing. All the
exhortations of the rest even to keep more at home'
were without avail. During two evenings in the week,
however, all the members of the family usually assera-
bled in the confidential circle, and those were the
evenings when Madame Ingeborg held her so-called
spinning party. All the female members of the family
then came together with their distaffs into the great
saloon, where a cheerful fire was burning in the stove.
And around this fire they would sit down and spin and
spin away, and soon they spun the gentlemen also unto
them, for there were some merry doings by the dis—
taffs; then songs were sung, stories related, riddles
propounded and solved. Madame Ingeborg possessed
an inexhaustible store of these things, and made it her
pleasure, either sitting between the spinsters or pacing
up and down the saloon, to give them all sorts of head-
crackers of marvellous things that she had witnessed
“at the King’s court,” or the propoundingof some riddle
which she had frequently renewed. Madame Ingeborg
was, during those evenings, usually herself very cheer-
ful, animated all, and would not willingly allow that
any one should try to exempt himself from coneributing
his share “to the good of the commanity,” either by
the naration of a story, & song, er & vitdle. . Siri:
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generally sung some little merry air, and besides dis-
tinguished herself especially in the solution of riddles,
which was s great gratification to her. Olof also found
pleasure in this, as it reminded him of the primitive
ages of the North, when enigmas and ingenious ques- -
tions was the most favourite amusement of wise men
when the gods themselves came down from their abodes
of light in order in suchwise to vie with the giants of
earth, and when Odin himself took no rest, until he
had tried his strength against the sage giant Vafthrud-
ner, and conquered him. Olof had likewise in his
travelling reminiscences valuable contributions for the
entertainment of the spinning party. He and Lieu-
tenant Lasse were always present, now and then they
made some attempts at spinning themselves, but on
the one hand the thread seemed to break so frequently,
on the other the spinning-wheel whizzed round so un-
mercifully all tht while, that the ladies soon begged to
dispense with this sort of assistance on the part of the
gentlemen.

Later in the evening the Professor also frequently
came. His arrival ueually produced among his own
an increased spirit of alacrity and heightened interest;
and so it was also in the spinning-room, although he
was there only spectator or auditor, or—which also was
frequently the case—himself rendered his tribute *to
the good of the community*’ by the narration of story.

A few days after the Professor’s return the * spinning-
party ” and all were assembled in the large family-hall,
Madame Ingeborg had propounded difficult riddles
which Olof and 8iri were vicing to guess. Walborg
hed sung a song. The Adjunct had imitated hautboys
apd trumpetsy Licutenant Lasse Lad represented &
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steam-boat, setting in motion, by which many spinning.
wheels got into great danger, and Brigitta had related
various anecdotes about the “woiwan-Kiring,” a per-
sonage who in Sweden says and performs all sorts of
things, as for instance :

“That I must see,” said the “ Kiring-woman,” and
bought herself a raven, in order to see whether it lives
three hundred years.

“ Thank goodness, now I can help myselt,” said the
¢ Kiring-woman,” when she had gotten on her legs

“Yes,” said the ¢ Kiring-woman,” “it wasa some-
thing in ‘ral’ and it was not an admiral, therefore it
must have been a corporal,” &c. &c.

Every one had contributed his mite towards the en-
tertainment of the evening, and the Professor had
laughed, and most heartily enjoyed his family life,
Warmly and good-humouredly he answered to the soli-
citations of the young people to relate a something,
with the following sketches from the life of the people
in Dalecarlia :

¢ A father went on a winter’s evening with his two
daughters across the ice of the Silja Lake. In the
twilight they lost their way, and lighted upon & weuk
piece of ice, which broke under their feet. It broke, in
fact, by their exertions to hold themselves fast to get
up again. Only one of the daughters succeeded in
keeping hexself up by a somewhat stronger piece of ice,
and to her shoulder clasped herself the other sister in
the agony of death, and clinging thus to her, she kept
herself above water.

“ ¢ Let go your hold of me, Margaret!’ intreated
the former, ‘or else 1 shall go down. I can scarcely
keep myself up.’
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. “But the young girl in her deatb-struggle did not
let go her grasp, but continued firmly clinging to her
as before.

““Then the sharp voice of the sinking father was
heard, saying :

“¢Don’t you hear, Margaret, what Ann says?’

“ And in the same moment that the girl heard these
words, she let go her hold of the sister, and sank with
her father into the deep.

“The sister succeeded in saving herself; but some
time afterwards she frequently came to me, seeking
comfort for her pangs of conscience, for she attributed
Margaret's death to herself.”

“A father was rowing with his young son on the Silja
Lake. A storm arose; their little boat capsized, and
was hurled far away from them. But close to them a
plank drifted, and to this father and son clung fast.
It could not, however, bear them both up. And when
the son saw this, he said: ¢ God bless you, my father!
Live for my brother, and brothers and sisters!’ and
sank entombed in the waves.

“Tn the dreadful famine in our country during the
year 1838, a Dalecarlian of another parish, one day
came home and said :

“4Sell me a few ship-pounds of straw ! *

“'The man was one of those tall, powerful figures, as
are here not unfrequently seen, yet he had visibly
suffered from the famine. His hat with its broad brim
he had drawn down deeply over his face.

¢ cannot sell you any straw,’ answered I, to his
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request; ‘I have no more than I need ‘for myself and
the poor in my parish.’

“¢Sell me but one ship-pound,’ intreated the man.

¢] cannot even do that, answered I; ‘what I
have yet laid up, I must keep for myself and my
people.’

¢ Well then half a ship-pound !’ besought he, with
importunity.

“¢]t pains me! but I cannot even let you have half
a ship-pound. )

“The tall man advanced a step nearer to me, said
not a word, but pushed up his hat from his brow, and
stared at me full in the face. He let me see that he—
wept.

“The sight of this pain I could not resist. ¢Come
with me,’ said I, ‘ you shall have what you desire ! *

“ He followed me and received the straw.

¢ ¢ If it were for me,’ said he, ‘1 should not be here
80 readily. For when we mortals suffer, and things go
badly with us, it is nothing more than the penalty we
have incurred by our sins, and what we must and can
bear; but the poor beast—what indeed could it bave
committed? . . . .

“ And now a little love tale:

“A young peasant loved at one and the same time
two young maids, and—singular to say—loved both
almost with the same tenderness; and they both loved
him in return warmly and cordially. But the one
evinced to him an over-boundless devotion, and hence
perhapes it was, that he all at once turned himself with
a decided feeling to the other. But she answered
him:
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“¢J will not go to the bridal altar amid the sighs of
an unhappy one; and it is now your duty to marry
Kerstin, You will ever be held in dear estimation by
me, but we must now part.’

“ What a field would have been here for the French
romantic, what anguish, ravings, explosions, and ex-
planations without end! From this, both self-sacri-
ficing victims, as well as poisonings, and three corpses
at least would have been produced. But how simply
does the Genius of the Dalecarlians upravel the
knot.

*The young man listened to the sensible girl, and
obeyed the dictate of duty. He maxried Kerstin, and
as they were both good and worthy people, they became
happy with eachb other. Four years they bhad lived
bappy together, and had three children, when the wife
died.

* But when she lay on her death-bed, ehe said to
her husband :

“¢] have one request to make to you, and that is,
that after my decease you will marry Anna, whom you
have loved and still love, and who, as far as 1 know,
also likes you very much—and that you will give my
children no other mother.’

“The busband sincerely bemourned his wife, but
when the time of mourning was over, it was no diﬁicult
task for him to fulfil her last request.

“ He went to the still unmarried, still beloved Anna,
and told her his late wife’s and his own wish; and she
answered :

4 You are still as dear to me as ever, and I would
gladly become your wife, but my only fears are for
your children. [ féar that I shall not be such a mother

E
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to them, 80 as to be able to answer the responsibility to
myself, and before the departed one, and to your per:
fect satisfaction.’

“ And to this answer Anna adhered, in lpne of all
the arguments of love and reason that were employed
in order to move her.

¢ Perfectly in despair, the young man one day came
to me, related to me the affair, and begged me to speak
to the girl, and to persuade her to become his wife.

“<That I shall try to persuade her, that I canuot
promise you,’ said I, ‘for in such serious affairs men
must have free decision; but I will speak to her, and
tell her what are my thoughts and opinion of the
matter.’

¢ ] sent for the girl, spoke to her respecting her
future duties, and I succeeded in hushing the excessive
scruples of her conscience.

“Soon afterwards I had the gratification of per-
forming the nuptial ceremony over the two lovers.

¢ A few years after, while on a journey of business,
I happened to come to that part of the country where
they lived. It was a raw autumnal evening and very
cold without. But on entering their room, a cheerful
fire was flakering, and four children were playing oun
the floor happy and pleased in the bright reflection of
the flames. Man and wife rose up and came to meet
the entering visitor; but when they recognized me
they became deeply affected and began to weep.

¢ Ask her, ask her,’ said the husband, pointing to
his wife, ‘ whether she is satisfied with me or not!’

“But I did not ask; | saw warm tears of joy
speak.”

¢+ Ob, what a heavenly story, this last one!” ex-
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claimed Brigitta, as soon as- the Professor had
finighed.

“And you, Siri,” asked he, “which did you like
best 2"

Blushing and abashed, Siri answered :

“That of the Dalecarlian and his beast.”

““That 's right, my dear girl!” exclaimed the Pro-
fessor, and kissed her on her forehead.

“ Well, what think you now of grits and milk ¢’ said
Madame Ingeborg, on entering, followed by her maids,
;ho were carryiug a large dish and milk-basins behind

er.

“ Next to you, the best thing in the world,”” answered
her husband, delighted. And Olof was ready to ex-
press his accordance with this opinion. For that the
evenings of the ‘“spinning-party’’ were at the same
time also here in the family the “grits-evenings,” and
concluded with the collecting of all around a large
smoking dish of grits; this, according to Olof’s opinion,
formed the very crown of them. Olof had the notion
that his home was the finest home in the world.

As for the rest there was much within the homely
circle which afforded subjects of reflection to his
naturally inquiring and attentive eye; and he here
met with problems, which were more difficult to solve
than all the wonders which Madame Ingeborg had
witnessed ‘“ at the king’s court.” She herself was of
that number, for Olof very frequently observed in her
moments of melancholy, which came and vanished
without any cause of them being visible, an expression
at times escaped her which seemed to indicate some
hidden ground of disquietude. But the heart-felt
felicity which she enjoyed in her living with l;er hus-

& i
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band, her open demeanour, her lively, buoyant mind,
and her activity, her genuine benevolent dispesition
towards every one around, and which made both men
as well as beast prosper under her care and treatment ;
the manner in which she enjoyed life and nature—all
this seemed to render such a mystery impossible. Olof
did not get any further than to seek for the explanation
of her gloomy humour—which, moreover, she care-
fully concealed from her husband, and which never
diffused any unpleasant shade over her temper—in an
organic defect of the heart, which she had had for
many years past, and which only at certain periods was
troublesome, but never—so it was said at least—
dangerous,

The father .was a character manifestly open; his
merits as well as his faults were visible to all. Warm, in-
dustrious, penetrating in judgment, strong in will and
deed, it was impossible for him to exist without restless
activity and a perpetual striving onwards. His im-
petuosity of temper led him sometimes to the com-
mission of errors, but his Cbristian benignity ever
brought him to a confession of them and to ask for-
giveness for them. He was one of those beings with
whom one’s life with them is never free from clouds,
but whose absence leaves an intolerable void.

Olof’s most favourite intercourse and most agreeable
entertainment in the family was Brigitta. To her
he gladly spoke about his stepmother, Brigitta's
“heavenly aunt;” with her he formed conjectures
whether Siri ever would become rational, whether Wal-
borg would ever become properly human, and whether
indeed she would ever be able to love, and so forth.
With her he spoke about his own future prospects, his
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future residence in Fahlun, where at the college for
the science of mining he was then most thoroughly to
devote himself to those studies in the hope of one day
attaining to the office of general surveyor of the mines
of the country. Before her he gladly, also, caused the
light of his knowledge in every respect to shine, and
related his manifold experience ; for Olof was a young
man who liked to let people know that he had seen
something of life and men, and had a little of that
good confidence in himself, which one not unfrequently
possesses at an age of three-and-twenty years, but
which—with much greater certainty—one frequently
no longer possesses at three-and-forty

The family in Mora had alarge circle of friends, but
none nearer and dearer than the Provost and his lady
of Sollerd and their children. Seldom a week passed
without a meeting of the two families, either at Mora
or Solleré. Ouly during a few weeks in autumn and
spring was this intercourse interrupted, when the ice,
namely, on the Silja-lake, neither holds no breaks.

One day the great Provost and his little lady were
on a vigit, with their children, at Mora. It was evening,
and the young people were dancingin the saloon, while
the seniors were entertaining themselves in the sitting-
room. Two strange gentlemen, friends of the Profes-
sor, from Stockholm, augmented the company. The
conversation turned on matrimony, and one of the
friends commended the quietness and freedom from
cares of a single life. The Professor, on the other
band, warmly advocated the matrimonial cause, and
became a little illiberal, since he asserted that man
could only in the married state,—always presupposing
ahappy one,~find his true development, his advance~
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ment to the highest perfection. By his zeal he was
carried away to the highest pitch of excitement, and
concluded with the words,—

“ People usually fancy that the first period of mar-
riage was indeed the happiest ; but it is not so: that I
know very well, and my wife too. I am now a thou-
sand times happier with her, and love her a thousand
times more now than I did ten years ago, when I mar-
ried her; and I know with certainty, that in ten years
hence 1 shall esteem her far more highly still ; for the
tendency of true love is always to increase: like the
love of God, it has no bounds nor grave. Yes, if any
were now to tell me, ¢ You are free: now go forth free
into all the world, and choose you another wife,’ I
should then first go to her and say,— Will you have
me again ?’’

¢ Dalecarlia,’”’ said the advocate of the unmarried
state, likewise emulated by the zeal of the Professor,
“ Dalecarlia must be a good soil for the married state.
Even among the common people,—even in the poorest
huts, I believe there is found happier connections be-
tween the married than is generally found in the world,
It is quite tempting to think that so great a felicity as
you boast of in marriage may be enjoyed by people
both of high as well as of low degree ; by the educated
as well as,—intellectually regarded,—the uneducated
classes of people.”

“Yes—hem! . . . .” said the Professor; “ but per-
Ject equality 1 still cannot cede here. Education pro-
duces a difference; and indeed to the advantage of
those who are the possessors of it. A devoted regard
for life and its final objects, manifold subjects for re.
flection, for interest and enmtertainment, render life
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more affluent, and furnish more nourishment for devo-
tion. Such is the unalterable nature of things, just as
a larger burning-glass, which collects a greater number
of rays into its focus than a smaller one, produces
more warmth, and kindles a stronger fire. I, for my
part, should not be half so happy with my wife if I
could not entertain myself with her,—~not consult with
ber on all subjects that are of interest to me ; and if she
did not, agreeably to her knowledge as well as her na-
tural talents, assist in directing me to thoughts and
views, which of myself 1 should never perhaps hit
upon. How frequently, after hours spent in fruitless
study and reflection, did shg with a word strike the
right nail upon the head, and made every thing clear
tome! Hence it is that she is my dearest, my most
indispensable intercourse: a veritable half of wy life.
And hence, also, I look upon education as a something
so important, namely, for persons whose life is not
called into requisition bv much material employment,
and for married people 1n good exterior circumstances.
By being able to live morally for and with each other,
they become more and more necessary to each other;
and the transition from lovers to friends—a change
which all married people must undergo—becomes a
rising not a declining metamorphosis; for that love
that cannot be enobled 10 a state of friendship, is but
little worth.”

While the Professor was thus speaking, Madame
Ingeborg had gone into an adjoining apartment, and
was standing there at a window which presented a view
of the closely situated church. The beautiful steeple
ghone in the evening sun : the melodious bells of Mora
chimed at six o'clock. Silent tears rolled down

.
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Madame Ingeborg's cheeks, while her eyes dwelt on
the thick trees of the church-yard. Two of her chil-
dren who had died in their tenderest ages, rested there:
and her imperceptibly flowing tears seemed to charge
with falsehood the fiery expressions of her husband
respecting the happiness of their marriage, but such
was not the case ; maternal feeling only took at this
moment its tribute ; and when the Professor a moment
after stood at her side, and with tender solicitude in-
quired,—

“ What is it then, that troubles you, my dear Inge-
borg?* she merely whispered, with a glance at the
church-yard,—

“The children!”

Nordewall was silent, for he knew how to value her
feelings; but then, laying his hand upon hers, he
said,— :

¢ But He who gave, and He who hath taken away,
ean restore . . . .’

“No, no!’ said Madame Ingeborg, almost vehe-
mently, 7 do not deserve it.”

Madame Ingeborg sometimes made use of such ex-"
pressions, and this invariably had the effect of discon-
certing her husband; for he fancied he perceived in
them a diseased state of the imagination. Even now
he answered, somewhat impatiently,—

¢ No creature deserves God’s goodness ; but that you
should deserve it less than any other being, that I will
not hear. Such are chimeras—self-created torments,
which you ought not to afflict yourself with . . . .”

“I do not complain!” interrupted Madame Inge-
borg, mildly. ¢ If I have no children, why I have you
and your love, which I value more than every thing in
she world, and that compeunsutes for all.”
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Buch words Nordenwall gladly liked to hear; and
therefore he pleasedly said,—

“ And if we do not get children of our own, we have
foster-children which shall be to us as our own. Come,
let us go and see them dance. Siri dances, as Tshould
imagine, like a falry-queen The girl has a most pecu-
liar charm, which .

“ But where is Sm ? ”

Siri was not among the young folks: Siri was no-
where to be found in all the house. Siri—so it was
said,—~had not been seen ever since after dinner. For
the first time the Professor expressed his dissatisfaction
with her,— -

“8iri, I declare, never seems to be at home!"’ said he.

“I will be fish again,” said Brigitta, *if the girl
does not, some fine day or other, turn to bird again;
8o that we shall never get to see her again. What a
misery it is, to be sure, with that Siri!”



“

SIRL

¢ T saouLD really like to know where she can be!*
said Olof to Brigitta, as the two were talking together
in the court-yard, seeking after Siri.

“ Yes; heaven knows where !’ answered Brigitta.
“That she is never where she ought to be, that I know
well enough. Uncle is now angry; and then, I can
assure you, it’s not well to speak to him; and poor
aunt is in such a state of anxiety . . . . I say, mygirl,
have you seen any thing of Siri?”’ said Brigitta
to a maid servant attending the cattle, who was cross-
ing the yard, and who answered,—

““I saw her, a few hours ago, riding along in the di-
rection of Mokarleberg.”

¢ Let us go in that direction: perhaps we may meet
her!’ said Olof to Brigitta—and they went. And
while they were contemplating the beautiful waters of
the Silja and the Dalelve, and the wood-crowned
mountains of their shores, Olof fell into his plans and
thoughts for the future. Foremost of all stood the
wish to become some day or other proprietor of some
iron-works in Dalecarlia.

“ What a life,”” exclaimed he, * would one then be
able to enjoy ! and how much inducement would one
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then have for activity and happiness: the working of
iron—Sweden’s greatest wealth—the labours for its
improvement—the superintendence over the labourers
of the mines—the rendering of their condition happy—
the power of diffusing so much joy—the intercourse
with nature, which of itself is already a world to live
in; and, finally, the family life, which in these glorious
valleys . . .

“ Family-life?” interrupted Brigitta, archly; “only
hark at that fine boy; he thinks of his papa and
mamma, and, perchance, of his little cousin too—it
positively is quite touching !’

. “Howdo you mean? . ... Ah! yes, yes! but [
was not thinking of family-life alone,” said Olof,
smiling and blushing.

“ Of what family-life then?” inquired Brigitta in a
tone of innocence, but with roguish winking eyes.

“Ob! .... forinstance, of myown . . . I should
get married.”

“ For instance |—if the future, for instance, were
already taken in sight? What do you say?”’

“Not yet!” said Olof, laughing; “but I think that
that time will come without fear. Ah! look you there,
—there is Siri, I do declare !”

And it was Siri whowas coming, riding along towards
them—the spirited Brunhilde thoroughly sweatmg,
and she herself with an expression of great excit
The ends of her collar fluttered like a pair of wings
about ber shoulders. On getting sight of Olof and
Brigitta, she started, jumped from her horse,—which
she left standing by itself,—and ran up to them both
with all speed, who were sitting not far from the road,
upon a little green rising ground.
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“That was a splendid ride ! exclaimed she, throw-
ing herself down beside them upon the grass. “ Olof,
you must have & ride once on Brunhilde; you justride
away as on the wings of wind!”

‘“Ah!” said Brigitta, “if you once had a little less
passion for wind and storm, and little more for sitting
still, it would not be amiss at all. But do not lie so,
vray, upon the cold ground, Siri, if you are heated.”

“The ground is not cold,” said Siri; it bas a warm
ueart—a warmer one than men. I wish I were lying
m it,”’ added she more softly, kissed the earth, and
pressed it to her burning cheek.

“The heart of the earth?’ said Brigitta; “but,
dear Siri, what a mad way of talking that is.”

“ Not quite so mad,” said Olof. “One may certainly
say of the earth that it has a warm heart, for in all
probability it glows within her bosom. The further
one descends into the earth, the more does the degree
of warmth increase. In the copper-mines of Fahlun,
for instance, it is so warm in a depth of about two
hundred fathoms, that the people there work in the
coldest time of winter without upper garments. But
what, then, does my little sister know about the warm
heart of the earth ?

“Ah! I know much; yes, 1, little as I am!’* said
8iri, archly nodding.

“ Yes, since you have become a mountain-spirit,”
said Brigitta, “ you are, of course, very well-acquainted
with the wonders of the earth, and of the mountains,
and their hearts,’and have gotten such notions of them
~—how splendid things must be there, that . . . . . it
positively is awful! But now, Siri, you must not be
lyving there so any longer, yeu sweet, ugly, most lovely,
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naughty, little girl! Come here, and let me throw my
shawl about you, J am almost angry, and . . . . .”

But before Brigitta had scarcely finished her speech
Siri was already with her, and clung to her with the
gentleness of a dove with filial love, and laid her head
upon her shoulder.

While Olof, intent upon botanical researches, was
withdrawing himself from them, Brigitta began with
sisterly, or rather maternal kindness, to remonstrate
with Siri, how wrong she would be doing, if she were
to be away so frequently just at this time, when they
were s0o glad to see her home, and since uncle most
particularly wished to see all assembled around him.

“Ah! > answered Siri, ‘‘precisely on that account,
because you are all assembled and happy together, [
am constrained to go away. There is no rest for me
there among all the others . . . . . where I stand so
quite alone, where I have none that loves me. Nor
can I love them either,—I always feel so uncomfort-
able, so unhappy with them. They have told me once
that I am a singular being; that 1 am not as other
beings are; and, perhaps, I amreally a changeling, as
they called me when a child. But what is it you wish
me to do? I cannot be otherwise,” and Siri began
to weep bitterly.

“ Perhaps, my sweet girl,” said Brigitta, mildly,

“perhaps you might be a little different, if you only
would ; and, perhaps, mdeed, you would readily be-
come 80, if you . . . . .

“1f 1 what?’’ said Siri, intently, and looked up.

“If you were only more with us, and in aunt’s

company.”’
“QOh, no, Brigittal” said Siri, gloomily, shaking
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her head. “ Between her and me things will never go
on altogether smoothly; that I can feel within myself,* |
but cannot tell whence it comes. No, no, things will
never be any better.”

“Oh, yes, that they will, never fear,” replied
Brigitta; it cannot be otherwise; but, be not un-
reasonable, Siri. Who would not be able to love aunt
when once he has become rightly acquainted and lived
longer together with her. She is an angel of kindness.
And you also will one day get so far as to comprehend
it, aud would already have comprehended it, if you
had only kept yourself very nicely at home, and not
been constantly flying about like a wild bird in the
mountains, And, uncle, if you only knew what & man
that is, you would also love him. And you will soon
get to know him, for you will in a short time receive
religious instruction from him.”

“ Ah!” cried Siri, alarmed, *that’s the worst of all
—that’s abominable!”

“What do you say, Siri? To receive instruction
from uncle Nordenwall, to hear him explain the Word
of God, that, I should think, would be the greatest
honour and pleasure that could possibly be conceived.”

“Yes, you!” said Siri, and buried her face in
Brigitta’s shawl; “but I.... I am afraid of—I
dread him. His looks, his voice, all affright me, and
then—how will it be when I am alone with him, when
he is to stand before me like a master and high-priest,
and perhaps requires me to believe in things which [
cannot at all comprehend, and which appear to me so
abominable and wonderful? But that, you see, I can-

not do, and I won’t let myself be commanded and
controlled by any one. Free, free I mean to be, as the
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bird in the air, and if they shut me.up, then} . ...
Do you recollect the little chaffinch, of which you bave
been telling, that was so tame and so contented as long
as it received permission freely to hop about the room,
and which, when they put him into the cage, resisted
and flew against the wires, till it dropped down dead
«+ .. 80 it will be with me, for I would rather die
than . . .. ah! it will be a hard time for me that is
now coming !’
. “ Heaven forbid! Only do n’t make yourself so singu-
lar, dear Siri! As far as 1 know, you certainly are not a
chaffinch now, but a human being; and therefore be
like a human being, wy good child, and not like an ir-
rational bird. And what you now say has neither
rhyme nor reason in it. You will see that it will be a
good, an excellent time which is now approaching.”
But Brigitta still could not belp entertaining secret
apprehensions, when she came to think of the violent
character of the uncle and the singular and irrational
manifestations in the character of the young damsel,
which now, almost trembling, clung to her.
¢ It seems to me,” said Siri, “as if I might getsilly
from all this. But what think you if I were to betake
myself off altogether, and ride to Blaakulla?” and
Siri looked at Brigitta and laughed out right heartily.
“That you shall not do,”’ said Brigitta, seriously ;
you would not wish to inflict such pain on us?”
“Pain?” cried Siri . . . . “any one to mourn over
me? No, that T never will believe. And if perhaps
even you were concerned about me for a short time,
you would still be happy afterwards to have gotten rid
of me. There isno one that likes me ! except ONE per-
haps,” added she, more softly, and turned her eyes, full
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nearer and nearer to our boat. Biri laid her flute
aside, took the oar, and we set all our powers to work
in order to get away. But it seemed to us, as if we
heard the roaring of the lake-host, who pursued nearer
and nearer to us. We were then not far from one of
the holms, and fancied we should be able to get away,
when our boat all at once would proceed no further.
We rowed and rowed, but there was no moving from
the spot. I cannot assert positively whether it was
sea weeds or sea-witches which entwined themselves
round our oars, riveted themselves to our boat, and
held us fast ;—it is possible that it was sea-weeds; at
that time, however, I firmly and inflexibly believed
that it was witchery, and that it was the evil river-
spirit himself who was pursuing us in the form of a
black horse, in order to attract us to him.®

“In my anxiety and fear I called for help, and heard
also a voice proceeding from the direction of the South-
berg, which answered me. But now the black enemy
was quite close to us, and the boat set fast as upon the
ground. Siri stood forth courageously, with an oar in
her hand, as if ready for the battle. I thensaw a horse-
foot—or those claws of the evil one—rising out of the
water and resting on the edge of our boat; in the same
moment it turned over, and—I saw nothing more, but
heard Siri's voice calling Brigitta! in a tone that
thrilled jthrough my very soul, in the same moment
that { sank into the deep.”

hd Aeeording to the popull.r belief in Sweden the * Wicked
one” 18 himself into a black horse, in which
form he is said to hnve clrrledoﬂmynbﬂdc. who on their
return from church were crossing any water or adjacent field,
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Brigitta was silent awhile, as if shocked at the very
thought of that event.

¢ And you lost all consciousness, I suppose ?** asked
Olof.

“ It seemed to me as if I were asleep,”” continued
Brigitta, “ I do not remember to have felt the slightest
pain by it; but on my re-awaking, I found myself very
sick, and lying in a little fishing-boat on one of the
holms near Sollerd, from whence the fishermen, who
had heard my calls, had rowed up to our aid. As far
as I can remember of that time, T called immediately
for Biri, and asked after her. But Siri was not there,
and noboby knew any thing of her.”

¢ But the people who had saved you ¢’

“ Nor had they either seen one shadow of her. On
their coming up to our boat they found it lying over-
turned ; and on their reversing it, it became entangled
in a bow-net, and in this they saw a great, large fish
lying, and that fish—was I, who, heaven knows how,
got my head fast in it; and they pulled me out and
conveyed me to the shore in a fishing-boat, just like a
poor captured fish.”

“And Siri?”

* Yes, Siri was gone, and it was not possible to find
her that evening, nor that night, nor even the following
day, although every possible search was instituted in
order to find her. Uncle himself was out the whole
night with a many people and torches, who were seek-
ing and cslling; for as 8iri can swim very well—and
was thus far more like a fish than I—it was not
unlikely that she had swam ashore somewhere. But
she was not to be found any where. It was a sad,
lamentable sight. Aunt was beside herself; never have"

r2
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I seen her so pale ; methinks I see her yet running to
and fro, as she did the whole of the night at the river-
side, with the torch in her hand, regardless of the
violent storm, and doing nothing but calling ¢Siri{
Siri!* with a heart-rending voice, und looking as if
she were ready to dive into the lake in order to seek
for her in the depth of the waves.”

“Thus the night passed. During the day Siri was
fished for in the lake, but as you may now easily ima-
gine, in vain. She was just as if she were vanished
outof the world. But in the afternoon one of her little
shoes were found in the vicinity of the South-berg.
Ah! that shoe! how aunt did kiss it! for it was a
proof indeed that Siri was still alive. I, however,
could not rid myself of the thought of an account I
had lately read in the newspaper about a young girl
(in Smaaland, I believe) who did not come home one
day, and after a long search had been made after her,
they found in the proximity of a mountain, first one of
her shoes, and a little further off the other, and then
her neckerchief, and at last, in a cave, herself; lying
there, quite still, with her head resting on a stone
pillow, and apparently sunk in sweet sleep. But on
approaching nearer to her it was seen that she was
sleeping—the sleep of death. Yes, she was dead; but
never was it ascertained how it had happened. And
now I thought of nothing else but of finding Siri in a
cave, with her sweet flaxen curly head resting on d
stone, and sleeping the sleep of death; and this seemed
to me so awful, so lamentable! Yes, since that time
my eyes have grown about a third smaller than they
were before, so greatly were they swollen by nothing
else but crying.
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% With this anxiety, and those researches, it had
grown ten o’clock in the evening. We were all then
assembled in the saloon; uncle was speaking to aunt,
and endeavouring to comfort her, for she was as if she
bad lost her reason, calling as she did in one incessant
strain: *S8iri, Siri, my child!’ And behold! all at
once, Siri stood within the door, with the reflection of
the moon upon her pallid countenance and her flaxen
tresses, and said : ¢ Here am 11’

“ We first believed it was the apparition of a ghost.
But it was really and truly, Siri, her very self, and not
any ghost. You should have seen the joy which then
followed! And now Olof, now my story is finished.”

“ What, finished ? precisely on the eve of the most
important part? How then was Siri saved ? how was
she....”

“If you were to ask me the whole night through,
should still not be able to give you any other answer
than; T don’t know. S8iri has never been willing ot
able to give a satisfactory explanation about it. All -
that she said, was: ¢ That when the boat capsized, she
hit her temples against the edge of it, and lost all
consciousness, and that, on coming to herself again,
she found herself lying at the foot of the South-berg;
feeling herself sufficiently recovered, she repaired to
some fishermen’s huts, situate near the river-side there,
and then returned to us with the assistance of the
people.’ At this little satisfactory explanation she
stopped, and could not be moved to any other, although
uncle had rigidly interrogated her. On her temples
she had in reality too, a large contusion, so that her
statement about the hit against the edge of the boat,
may all be correct enough, but as for the rest—it still
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sppeared, that there was something about the whole
gtory that was not altogether right. Never, however,
had she at any subsequent period given any other ex-
planation about herself, and when any of the rest of us
questioned her relative to the occurrence, she talked
such silly stuff about it, or related to us some stories
sbout the giant in the South-berg, about his palace and
all the glories of it, that she had seen, and a host more
of such-like things, all which sounded like ghost-
tales.”

“Hem! That is very remarkable.”
. “Well now, is itnot? Is it not emough to make a
man almost believe in the ancient stories about witch-
ery and mountain-spirits

“Hem! Iam rather inclined to believe that my
sittle sister is a little cunning, and I have a good mind
to examine her a little in the matter. And what about
we supposed monster which pursued you on the lake,
—did you obtain any light on the subject? Itwas
very likely a horse, I should imagine ?
.« Yes, it was said to bave been a horse, which was
grazing on one of the holms, and which was despe-
rately fond of jumping into boats—a most extraordi-
nary passion for a horse, as it appeared to me. But in
other respects also, the whole of this occurrence is so
singular, that I do not know what to think about it.
And the worst of all is, that Siri, in spite of her jest-
ings about the matter, is yet,in earnest, greatly altered
since that time. She is frequently disquieted, sorrow-
ful, as she never before was, and makes sometimes in
perfect seriougness, most singular remarks. It seems
also, as if she had received a sort of longing impres-
sion after death, and 3 desire for acquaintance with the
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bowels uf the earth, or of the mountains, which is in-
comprehensible to me; for although I was a fish, }
have yet by no means become partial to the bottom of
waters, nor have I any longing after them whatever.
Siri has always had a something of the nature of a
nocturnal butterfly about her, and been fond of roving
with the moon, the stars, and—according to my belief
—even with the bats; since that event, however, she is
yet far more set upon these things than before, aud.. ..

Heaven knows what she will turn out to be in theend.
I sometimes get quite fearful, and have awful misgiv-
ings about her. And withal, I cannot help loving the
wild child so very heartily.”

“Yes,” said Olof, after a short pause, I cannot
say whether they are good or evil spirits that are at
work in her, but I confess that she engages my interest
too, and I should be glad if any way I could be of use
to her, I should beglad .. ..

“Only not become a lover!” said Brigitta, with her
roguish expression of countenance; *for I don’t be-
lieve that there is a bond between you formed in
heaven!”

“ Ah, what nonsense!” said Olof, a little vexed:
¢ why should one always be thinking of love and matri-
monial alliances? I might just as easy be thinking of
falling in love with a cloud-image, or any fantastic
legend-form, as with Siri. T merely wish to become
a brotherly friend to her, and if as such she had a de-
gree of love for me, I do not think that she would be
any loser by it.”

Olof looked a littlehaughty, and somewhat offended ;
Brigitta coughed with embarrassment, and ‘n the mean
time they had arrived at the parsonage, where in the
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court-yard the “window-gamble” was in full opera-
tion, but where Adjunct was sitting solitary upon a
bench, looking quite melancholy, and feeling his
pulse.

“ I must have a little fun with him,” said Brigitta,
and rouse with a little Latin.” She then cast sympa-~
thetic looks at Adjunct, and with much pathos addressed
him :

¢ 0, amicus meus carissimus! Tornera yourum Nasus
versus yourum serva humilissima ! and say whether your
thoughtsidus are occupied with youris belovidibus.”

“What gibberish, to be sure! How horribly that
sounds, how grating to one’s ear!” exclaimed the
Adjunct, and shook himself.

“Prosit!” said Brigitta. Don’t you think it pos-
sible that I should speak Latin too? All the difference
between your Latin and mine is this, that few people
understand your Latin, but every body mine. It is,
therefore, quite clear that mine is the most sensible,
and that I speak clearer and plainer than you. Don’t
you consider that a logical conclusion? What? You
don’t speak? You confess yourself then conquered
both in Latin and logic. Well. You may, therefore,
prepare yourself for my next attack in mathematics."”

The Adjunct laughed short and horsely, but looked
like the mildest sunshine, and was after this quite
animated, indeed to such a degree as even to take a
part in the gamble, where his long legs gave him a
particular advantage, so that he never failed in over-
taking his partner, which seemed to afford him much
amusement. Siri was in her element, because she
could jump about to her heart’s delight. Even Wald-
borg was led to join in, and thereby excited and heated,
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became so much more beautiful. Lieutenant Lasse
picked up a little shawl], which had dropped from her
during the game, and concealed it, sighing, near his
bosom.

Madam Ingeborg sat upon the steps of the house-
door, by the side of her husband, and looked at the
gamble of the young people. She perceived in his
countenance a smile of satisfaction, and this reflected
itself in hers.

It was a happy picture; but already a few days after
another appeared, to which we might apply the
term of

SEPARATIONS, '

Are they perhaps of rare occurrence in this home of
earth: these separations which sever spirits and hearts
from each other; and let a sort of moral draught enter
into the family which steals in through the narrowest
breaches, chasing away comfort from every nook and
corner, and making the Penates tremble? Ah! few
there are in a family who do not visit each other either
for a longer or shorter period; and the impressions
which most deprive life of its comforts, are never thus
found again. There is an invisible cement running
through the world, whose effect ever tends to amend
injuries and to join breaches. This operates with us,
operates with others, operates in great as well as in
small connections; and we do best to suppose that all
would go wrong, for then usually is all right, and often
better and more undivided than before. Hence loving
and anticipating is an excellent philosophy of life
within a family.

A fresh and earnest attempt had been made to pre-
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vail upoa Siri to take to a mere settled manner of life,
and occupation with female labours ; but this had put
her into a bad humour, and roused a spirit of rebellior
in her which particularly vented itself against Madame
Ingeborg. One day Biri answered her earnest ma-
ternal exhortation, in such a way as made her turn
pale and convey her hand silently to her heart, while
Sin petulantly left the room. A moment afterwards
Olof opened the door to Siri’s room and entered. He
found her occupied with her moss and stones, of which
she was forming grottos and bowers, and filled them
with all sorts of forms of men and animals, who then
lived in golden peace in a paradise in which Siri loved
to transpose herself in her imaginations. On Olof's
entering she went to meet him, and playfally reached
out her little fist, saying,-—

“Will you take a pinch, Olof? Life is at times so
dreary that one must try to cheer one’s self the best
way one can.”

% No, I am much obliged to you, no pinch for me,”
said Olof, laughing; “I am not come to take a pinch,
but in order to bring one myself.”

Laughing, Siri asked,—

“ What sort of one ?”* and Olof answered,—

“A Spanish one;” but on his then lowering his jest-
ing tone, and beginning to remonstrate most seriously
with Siri respecting her perverseness of conduct, Siri
hastily wanted to leave the room: Olof, however,
quickly intercepted the door-way, turned the lock, and
put the key into his pocket. Siri was now obliged to
remain and listen to him, whether she would or not; and
for a long time she did listen to him with sullen silence
snd knitted eye-brows., But with Olof’s brotherlv rigid,
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and at the same time, mild expostulations, the stub-
bornoess of the little one resolved, and she began to
weep vehemently. Olof would not allow himself to be
softened by this, and continued to speak to her more
and more seriously—more impressively to her of the
real object of her existence as a human creature and a
woman, and of her relation as a child in this family,
where she had been received with affection. Olof was
himself quite affected at his own eloquence; and sud-
denly 8iri rose, and stretched forth to him her folded
hand, while she exclaimed,—

“O speak no more! I already perceive my error—
I have acted wrong!—Ah! if I had only some one to
speak to me very frequently in this way! But I have
been a neglected child ; they used te treat me more fre-
quently like some young wild animal than a human
being, and I have turned out accordingly. But repel
—reject me not!—have patience with me and 1 will
do my part towards it. Be my friend, and do not let
them demand too much fromme. Iam .. Iam...
not happy ! ”

And with these words Siri’s head rested onOlof’s breast.
He pressed her with fraternal benignity to his bosom,
dried her tears, and spoke words of comfort and consola-
tion to her. He felt himself so full of warm interest,
so full of brotherly attachment to the young damsel,
who resigned herself to his guidance and protection,
that in his heart he formed the resolution entirely to be-
come her friend and protector; yet, in his own mind he
was truly glad that Brigitta was not a witness to this
scene, and could not, therefore, make her commentson it.

A few days after this scene Siri was lovely to look
upon. Pleasantly and mildly she did all that waa
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wished; she sowed with Brigitta, she took a part in
the domestic affairs with Walborg, she was at home
when the family were together, but she did not feel in a
happy state of mind the while ; she was paler than
usual, and her eyes often filled with tears. One
evening .... but to this we will apvortion an eﬂpecml
chapter.
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SOUNDS AND FOREBODINGS.

WHaITSUNTIDE, which fell in the beginning of the
month of June, was approaching. It was then the
time when the people in Sweden say that the angels
of God ascend and descend between heaven and earth;
the morning was approaching, the morning of Whitsun
Day, of which they believe that, as on the morning of
Easter, the sun was dancing in the firmament of hea-
ven, when the children contemplate him through
blackened glass, and call to one another: * Only look,
look, now he begins to dance ! "’ the time, when count-
less flowers, like beaming eyes, 100k upwards to the
clouds, when

‘¢ All spirits alike herein accord,
And raise their hallowed voice ;
To behold the beauty of the Lord,
And in his glory rejoice.”

Olof was walking on a beautiful evening in May
along the river-side of the Orsa, and enjoying in full
inspirations, both mentally and ¥hysically, the glorious
life of nature. Narrow tracks of cultivated land shone
forth emerald-green from amid the dark pine wood
high upon the mountains; for the hills, which in this
region mostly consist of sandy earth, are often in cer-
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tain places cultivated right up tothe very summit, and
the Dals autumnal destroying angel — frost, is less
devastating there above than in the valleys beneath.
The EIf meandered so clear through the verdant fields,
and the magnificence of the Dal-meadows, Campanula
palula already began to open their beautifilly-coloured
flowers, drooping from bigh stalks. And Olof contem-
plated the sparkling creeks of the Elf, contemplated
the distant mountains which were mantled by an azure
mystic darkness, and thought of Siri; for this landscape
with its varied physiognomy was to him a picture of the
lovely, mysterious maiden who occupied his thoughts
more and more. In addition to this, sympathy was
now excited within his heart towards her, for he re-
membered her after-yielding temper and her teara.
And while he was thus walking and reflecting, he all
at once heard sweet tones of a flute. They played one
of those northern melodies in which melancholy gravity
is crossed by some—I kunow not what—innoceut juy,
and which conclude with a moriendo, wherein the tone
seems not to finish, but, as it were, to vanish like a
spirit in space, hastening away in order to continue his
song upon another shore. Olof’s heart was deeply
affected by these tones, and by this sacred, peaceful
life—the life in Dalecarlia—which one fancies to hear
init. The feelings of the young man were so warm
and so solemn, that it seemed to him a» if some pro-
found and glorious secret of life was about to op!'n
to him at that moment.

He knew well that the Syren who charmed forth
these tones was none other than Siri, and he followed
them in order to find her. He was not long indeed
before he discovered her, resting as she did in the soft
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grass on a verdant hillock near the shore. Wild thomm-
bushes—which in these parts so richly adorn the banks
of the Dal-Elf—rose round about her, and the little
fawn, Durathor, lying at her feet, pricked its little ears
when it heard him coming along from a far distance.
8iri, too, looked up; she blushed a little at Olof’s
arrival, and plessantly saluted him. She looked mild,
but not happy.

“That was very pretty, that you have just been play-
ing! " said Olof.

“ Do yeu think so?” said she; “then I will play
you some more.” She then again played several beauti-
ful melodies, and said: “ Do you know what that is 2 *

“ No.”

¢ That is an air which the river-man, near Husberg,
sings in the night, when he sits upon the rock above
the waterfall. The words are:

¢ And I hope, and I hope, that my Redeemer still liveth.”

And ah! how dearly I should liké to hear him when
he is singing this!”

“ Does he really, then, sit there at nights and sing 2’
said Olof, smiling, while seating himself upon a stone
opposite to Siri.

“Yes, so they say,” answered Siri, vacillating. I
am well aware that others say, all this was only super-
stition; but there is many a superstition which for all
that is very charming, and which has all the semblance
of truth. For instance—""

“Do tell me, pray, a little more about those sorts
of things,” intreated Olof, cordially.

For instance, then, about the mountaineers,” con-
tinued Siri. “ Do you know who are the dwellers of
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this hill? Why, they are hill-men, for the hills are
the habitations of the spirits. When on a Saturday
evening one stretches one’s-self out on such a hill, then
one can hear the music in it. Those are the hill-folk
who play upon their harps, and plaintively sing over
their thraldom, and call upon mortals for emancipa-
tion. And when this is promised to them, they then
merrily play the whole night through ; but if they are
answered : ‘Ye have no deliverer!’ they then with a
woeful cry strike their harps, and a perfect silence en-
sues in the hill. And are you aware, that there are
virgins said to dwell in the springs that are very beau-
tiful, but captive, and who under their silver roof long
for the day of judgment; for then, it is said, they are
to be free. They are mute, and look very sad; they
raise their eyes melancholy, and shed large tears. In
all streams and lakes, in the hills and woods, beings
are said to have been discovered that are captive and
sigh for deliverance. Ah, Olof! how I pity them all,
and how gladly I would set them free. I have often
felt—and especially the last few days—how painful itis
to be captive; and now imagine for a moment to be so
throughout one’s whole existence,” and Siri buried her
face in her hands and wept.

“ But, my sweet child ! " said Olof, “all these beings
about which you are so troubled, are creations of the
fancy. They have no existence whatever.”

¢ Yes, so many people say,"” answered Siri; “but I
feel that in some way or other they still exist, although
1 cannot make it clear to myself. Frequently when I
am abroad alone, by day or by night, it seems to me
as if I must address every thing around, as if every
thing would speak to me, and that I should comprehend
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all, if . . .. yes, I cannot say what it is that hinders
me, but it often appears to me so as if I too were
bound and needed deliverance; then I should com-
prehend all, and become good and bappy. Ah, Olof!
then I frequently feel so strange ; and when I then see
aught around me that suffers, goes to ruin or dies, then
I fain would help and save, and then I feel so grieved
that I cannot.”

“Heaven knows, my little sister, whence these
gloomy fancies of Nature have risen with you. To me it
seems that every thing in Nature is glorious and perfect.”

“Yes, at times it appears so on the mere surface.
But I have cast a glance beyond, and there—there is
much that is bad and awful! I have seen how every
thing reciprocally consumes and annihilates itself, how
animals pursue each other, and I have seen what
cruelties men daily and hourly exercise towards animals.
Ah, Olof! every thing is not good in Nature! But
cannot you tell me, Olof, whether the animal has a
soul,—I mean a soul that outlives the body?”

¢ Hem !—no, that I cannot tell you; but I wish you
would speak with my father aboutit, for he is a learned
man, and has very deeply reflected and studied on
many subjects. And, by-the-by, while I happen to
think of it—to-morrow is Sunday, and my father will
preach—shall we not go to church to hear him ?

“To church?’ said Siri, looking darkly; “to that
old dark house, and that crowd of peoplet Why
should we not rather be under Heaven’s free canopy,
now that things are so beautiful? The church makes
me timorous and heavy-hearted.”

% Come with me at all events to-morrow: do so for
my sake!"” intreated Olof, heartily.

o
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“ For your sake? Well, then, I willk But, Olof,
speak with them at home, that they do not tie me down
to needlework and books. I am so very young yet: lot
me enjoy my liberty for awhile louger.”

The look and the tone with which Siri mtreateduq'p
so heartfelt.

But Olof answered :

¢ Promise me, then, that you will be compliant to
those at home as much as you can, and I will undex-
take to arrange matters so that you shall have as mueh
liberty as is possible. In the summer we will rove
over the mountains together; you shall be my guide,
Siri, and we will make great excursions by land and
by water, and have much pleasure together.”

 Ah, that will be heavenly!” exclaimed Siri, beam-
ing with joy. “Ah! how glorious that will be.. Aqj
thou, Durathor!” continued she, playing with ber
fawn, which laid its head upon her knee: “thou shalt
go with us, thou little silly thing. Yes, yes, that.mwill
be glorious! Hast thou asoul ; Durathor? Canstthou
not tell me whether thou hast a soul that .wever dies?
Yes, thou hast such a soul; I seeit in thy beauntifig
eyes. Thou wilt one day come into Paradise, and ,pars
take of the tree of life, and the water of life. Andthou
shalt have little gold bells hanging to thy antlbra’1 MG

“ Promise no more than you will be able to pesform,
my little sister !’ said Olof, amiling, . .. ~u'ds

Siri was now again, child-like, contented, and pldys
ful; and while she was walking home with Ol she

+ Siri's playful words remind ond of tho words whick: Kgthes
sald to his dog when he growled : * Growi not, my Nttié deggy;
in the resurrection thoy too fhait get s little goMen tall !



LIFE IN DALECARLIA. 9

¢howed him flowers, and graminous plants, that he was
fond of, and he in return told her the botanical names,
Once she held him back, and said: * Take care you
don’t tread upon this grass here; here the fairies have
been dancing.” And she showed him around piece
of blue-green grass, which she particularly dis-
tinguished from the rest of the grass. And Olof in
formed her that that grass was called sesleria cerulea,
and that just 8o in the Swedish botany it had the name
of: “fairy-dance-grass.”

. % With the idea of Paradise I always associate that of
the fairies dancing on the grass in the summer nights, and
that all animals and men are happy and live in peace
with each other. Is it not written in the Bible, Olof,
that it was so in the world till the serpent beguiled
Eve to bite into the apple? Ah! what a sad thing
that sheshould have allowed herself to be so seduced,
and thut so much mischief should have resulted
from it1”

“ Yes,” said Olof, *thatwas a disagreeable affair!”
And the two young people laughed in innocent levity,
just as men would do who for the moment felt no effect
fsom the disagreeable affair.”

« in'the terms and understanding with each other
Of and 8iri; with Durathor, came home together.

‘Olof's -thoughts were that evening much occupied
about 8iri, and they were something to the following
efioers . K

« Wivat & peculiar mixture there is in that girl of
child-like simplicity and depth of thought, what
singulas forebodiags and inquiries sally forth so unex-
pocedly from that childish being, that balf-wild
existence! Will Siri, indeed, ever he qui;t and do=

G
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mesticated like other women? And if not, what will
become of her?! But 8iri is so young yet. Young
girls often have fancies and problematic queries,
awhich vanish as they grow older and get married. Yes,
perchauce it will be love precisely that wilt develop
the woman in her, and collect the floating scattered
sparks into a beautiful flame, for . . . . for the men
who wins, her heart who knows how to lead her with
prudence and mildness. This wild Uadine may per-
haps one day be transformed into the most faithfit and
‘amiable of women, and, if the right man comes!* . .-, .
Olof smiled in self-complacent reflection. 8iri’s Jate
compliant temper and spirit of cordiality towseds
bim, had induced him to think highly of his influence
upon her. Indeed she had not smoked any more cigers
since that evening when he said that it made her leak
detestable; she wanted, therefore, to appear M
in his eyes; that was clear as the sun.

“But our good Olof really is a most coneeited young
gentleman!” one or other of our readers may be in-
duced to think, and thereby find themselves uduod to
withdraw all their favour from him.

That, however, they would not do, if they hn', as
we do, how many great and little follies men pute off
as he grows in deeper into life, or up into his better
self, just as the one or the other felly may at the same
time be found in a man, without injury to his werth, at
least to a higher eye. But if they know this, oz are
willing to believe us, and do not wish o take over
strict notice of certain expressions in Olof’s
they will by and by also not unwillingly $ellew. his
further development.  But we resume our stovyagain
and betake ourselves to——
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CHURCK.

R M .

«. The bells of Mora were ringing. These bells are
-nfie~famed around, for they are tuned in triad, and their
.peais have u peculiar charm and fulness. They now

.-awers ringing for divine service,
«. ks a magnificent sight which the Silja lake pre-
isents on A Bunday. Leksand, Rittwik, and Mora, are
. ghe three parishes, which in a circle of wood-wreathed
mountains enclose the “eye of Dalecarlia;” and
which, together with the diocese of Orsa, with a popu-
-Jation of frem thirty to forty thousand nouls, compose
the heart of Dalecarlia, Mora, however, is properly
the mothex-parish ; large churches, white and adorned
with steeples, lie on the hanks of the lake, and shine
?:h in the far distance from blue waves and green

elds.

Ov-Bundays flotillas of long small boats, with nine or
ten pains of oams, and filled with forty or fifty persons,
- ave seen erossing the lake from the populated villages
to the churches. Frequently upwards of twenty boats
areseen.approaching the shore atonce. The costumes
- of the pevple are neat and smart, and indicate an al-
- most pedantie nicety in cut and style. In Leksand the
- - srelow eolour is predominant ; in Rittwik, red; and in
“» .Mora, white and black. Every where, however, the
& head-tive of the women, and the lawn about their neck
-and arms ia. of o dazzling whiteness. Their round
-. fases have & particularly striking, interesting effect, on
© . scctunt of their ruddy complexion—their bright feins,
. ~¢hein hlue, gay-looking eyes; their white teeth, and an



102 LIFE IN DALECARLIA,

expression of unruffled good-temper. Among the
men one mects with portly figures, and their not un~
frequently noble head is adorned by a rich growth ef
“hair, which, parted over the forehead and temples,
hangs down about the neck in those abundant nataral
curls with which romance loves to grace its heroes,
but which, in reality, we no where else remember to
-have seen, except among the peasants of Dalecarlia.
As for the rest, the people of Dalecarlia distinguish
themsclves not merely by their dress, but also by thei
physiognomy, character, and manners, which have theie
- particular peculiarity in every parish.

They usually assemble together for the celebration
of the Lord’s Day. The poorest thenreceives from the
wealthy the loan of clothes, in order to go well-dressed
to the House of God. And thither the whole house-
hold family is seen to repair, from the hoary-headed
man that leans on his crutch down to the suckling lying
in the cradle, which is carried by its father or mother,
wrapped up in the softest snow-white fur-cloak of
lambskins.

Housewives and children, great and small, are fre-
quently seen carrying in their hands a large bouquet
of a species of onion called *butter-onion,” to which
the people in this country are very partial, and with
which the children are treated during the church
services.

Beautiful it is, to see at the river side this crowd df
thousands of people, in whose variegated dress there
still prevails a grateful harmony to the eye, from whose
forms shine forth health and strength, and interesting

- it is to see, how amid this throng, this dense concourse
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of people, who are stepping out and into their boats,
net a single oath, not an improper word is heard
escaping their lips, nor an unfriendly look observed
expressed in their countenances. Yet, let the people
herg not be thought an idyl, nor bands of herdsmen
and shepherdesses. It is easily perceived that power-
ful and warlike men are here met with as worthy of
the d dants of the ancient Scythians. The plough
and the battle-axe, which according to the legend of
the “ burning gold,” fell down from heaven into the
hand of their ancestor, are to this day the symbols of
their life and characters. Endowed more with reason
shan with fancy, and yet enthusiastic for liberty, the
people in Dalecarlia are ever ready to exchange the
plough for the sword in its defence, and are distin-
guished hy a power and perseverance, which in the
beat of conflict frequently rises to a pitch of hard-
beartedness and cruelty.

But their life is a laborious one. No luscious fruits
ripen for them; no comfort of culture sweetens and
effeminates their existence. Contending with a severe °
climate and an ungrateful soil, they gain their harvest
with toil, and not unfrequently mix their bread with
the bark of the birch-tree. Separated from the rest of
the world, except in cases of emigration, when they,
bowever, faithfully keep together, and long back after
their bome ; strongly enclosed in their valleys, they
would be paralysed in soul aud spirit, if they had no
family and religion. With inmost affection they stvop
to their children, and with inward consolation they
look up to heaven. They love also to enter into the
dogmatics of religion; and many a profound dogma
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which appears incomprehensible to the educated, but
in many respects misguided worldly men, is as easily
and clearly comprehended by these simple, penetrating'
minds. To their spiritual pastors they are devoted
with filial attachment, (unless by their conduct they
show themselves totally unworthy of it), and of their
churches they are proud, and cheerfully make saerifices-
for their embellishment. “You value and make much
of your churches. Itis a surprising thing to me how
you can find means to do all that you are” doing tq,
them,” said a traveller once to a Dalecarlian, as he was
contemplating the new, glittering copper roof of the
church of Mora. “ We lavish, you see, all the less onx
our own houses,” modestly answered the Dalecarlian.
Andso it is, Thehuts which these vigorous, tull people
inhabit are, perhaps, smallerand more lowly in appear-
ance than in any other part of Sweden.

The people of Mora distinguish themselves in ap~
pearance from the populace in the other parishes by a
more serious demeanour, a more gloomy, defined phy-
siognomy, and a sharper look. One hesitates, perhaps,
at times, to accost a grave-looking man of Mora, but
when he answers, one is surprised by the melancholy,
full pleasing tone of his speech. A sort of child-like
innocence sounds forth from it, and the familiar
“ thou,” with which he generally addresses others, is
grateful to the heart, and transposes it into more re-
mote and simple ages. Every patish in Dalecarlia has,
besides its agriculture, yet another separate branch of
subsistence for itself. In Mora the people are noted
for their mathematical and arithmetical knowledge, and
they manufacture watches which are current all over
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the kingdom. Tn the eastward part of the parish
(along the Silja Lake) there is a little watch-making
workshop in every other peasant’s room; in the west-
ward part cabinet-making work is carried on. The
females also are here, as throughout the whole™province
of Dalecarlia, distinguished by their cleverness in
handiworks. Skilful productions from horse-hair, the
finest and prettiest watch-guards and necklaces are
turned out of their coarse hands. But I fear we shall
in this way never get to church at all.

The family from the parsonage of Mora had from the
shore contemplated the boats filled with church visitors,
which arrived in greéat numbers. For not less than ten
bridal pairs were to have been betrothed that Sunday
in the church of Mora. Among the people who were
collecting on the shore Madame Ingeborg observed a
young female peasant who wept bitterly, and straight-
way walked up to her to inquire into the cause of her
grief. The young woman then related that *She was
a widow for several months past, and that to-day, as
the rowers were changing their oars, at.the Bytesholm,
her wedding-ring—the only relic she had left her from
her husband, and her short but happy marriage—had
fallen into the lake, and she had no hope of getting it
again, for the spot where it had been lost, was of a
“ bottomless depth.”® Madame Ingeborg consoled

# Among the people of Dalecarlia, there are various legends
about the extraordinary depths of the 8ilja Lake. In ome of
these it is related that the genfus of the lake has once been heard
calling, * If thou wilt know my depth, thou must measure my
Jength.”



106 LIFE IN DALEGARLIA,

the young widow with her cardial sympathy, while at
the same time she invited her to dinner at the parsen-
age, where every Sunday several peasants with sheir
wives were invited to the Provost’s hospitable table..
But now the harmonious bells pealed their summons,
and the long bridal procession, which had already
arranged them in order in the parsonage-court, now
began to move to the church, headed by the slender
Adjunct. Next in order behind him followed the
married men, two and two, all in blue dresses. Then
came the bridegrooms, one after anather, in blue coats,
yellow buckskin breeches, and white stockings, each with
a fine white handkerchief, with a tassel at the end, boynd
round his right arm. Behind the bridegrooms came
the brides-maids, great and little, all in green dreases,
and their hair interplaited with pearls and ribande,
Behind these followed the brides-women, that is to say,
married women and otherwise related to the brides,
who were to assist in the ceremony. Then came the
brides, each by herself, walking behind the other. Among
these were only two Crown-brides, or “fine~dressed
brides,” and the rest eight Green-brides, (gron-brojdi
in the language of the Dalecarlians.) The first-men~
tioned, who were two wealthy peasants’ daughters, wore
dresses of black bombazine,” with short sleeves and
white ruffles. Their dresses were, as usual, decorated
with all sorts of finery, with chequered aprons and beau-
tiful loose-hanging ribands; their bosoms and necks
were decked with variegated pearls, silver chains, and
silver medals attached to them. On their beads they
wore each a gilt silver crown, together with a wreath
and a three-quarters upright-standing twig put tegether
from various colours of stuff patches, which represented
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flowers. Besides this, they wore yellow gléves, em-
broidered with various colours, and a muff, from which
a mamber of handkerchiefs of different colours were
hanging down. Red stockings, and ordinary shoes
with high heels, completed the costume.

The dress of the “ Green-brides,” equally respectful
though less decorated than the * Crown-brides,” con-
sisted of a light-green spencer of common fashion, a
coat of glittering chalon, and a chequered apron. Round
the neck they, like the Crown-brides, wore several sil
ver chains, and on their heads the usual head-tire of
married women, of fine white Dutch linen, and over it
the wriangular head-kerchief of unmarried damsels. In
pursuance of a most ancient custom, which is still kept up
though with a tint of superstition, every bride as well as
bridegroom, wore a silver penny in the left stocking.
A few soldiers in full uniform closed the procession.

At the church door they were met by the verger,
who made way for the entering crowd and gave thé
signal for the commencement of the service by the in-
troductory chant:

¢ Blessed is the man that feareth the Lord,” &ec.

The assembly that day consisted of several thousand
persons. The pews, benches, and walks of the church
were all full, and in addition to these a crowd of chil-
dren, great and small, who were either running about
the walks, or getting something to eat from their mothers
in order to keep them quiet, or were quietly sleeping
on their laps.

And as soon as the service was in operation, the old
sexton went with soft steps and dark face through the
walks, while he sent about long spying looks in every
direction, and held his wand under the nose of any
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dozing old woman, at which she (or rather the nose §
started up affrighted, or gave a little tap to any that
were emitting suspicious sounds from them; but the
young and strong fellows who were sleeping, why them
he let—sleep in peace.

Olof, who had such a seat as to be able to see Siri,
regarded her from time to time, and observed with
pleasure that she appeared animated and attentive.

The sonorous, beautiful church-singing, for which
these assemblies are far-famed round about, and which
bursts forth with a power that renders all organ-tones
superfluous, and far over-sound it, made a sensible im-
pression upon her. And when she heard those words
proceeding from the altar:

¢ For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time
are not worthy to be compared with the glory which
shall be revealed in us.

“ For the earnest expectation of the creature waiteth
for the manifestation of the sons of God.

“ Because the creature itself also shall be delivered
from the bondage of corruption into the glorious liberty
of the sons of God.

“For we know that the whole creation groaneth and
aavaileth in pain together,” &c. &c.®
—Then Siri involuntarily looked at Olof with flashing,
inquiring, and most anticipating eyes. '

But when the Professor’s most emphatic, energétic
discourse, proceeding from the very depth of his soul,
sounded down from the pulpit, when he thanked God
who causes his sun to rise and his gospel to shine on
the most hidden valleys just as much as on tbe higheet
mountains, then the hearts both of the youth, and of

» Romans viil. 18, ef seg.
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the maiden grew warm, and their radiant, tearful eyes
sought not—each other but—the invisible one,

The bridal pairs, who were sitting on the choir near
the altar, were each furnished with a hymn-book of
party-coloured ornamented binding, out of which bride-
groom and bride jointly sang. During the prayers
they stepped forward and knelt down at the sltar. The
benediction was pronounced upon all at the same time,
while each knelt beneath her bridal cloth. This was a
beautiful and grand sight. After the divine service
the bridal procession returned to the parsonage, where
it tarried awhile, and was entertained by Madame
Ingeborg.

The rest of the people dispersed about the waterside,
and refreshed themselves with the provisions brought
with them. Little boys went about with baskets, out
of which they offered little black bride-cakes for sale,
with the laconic cry, “Buy!” The sun was shining,
the scene was animated and agreeable, though attended
with little noise.

Siri went to Olof, and asked him for the signification
of the epistle read aloud from the altar. Olof referred
her to his father. It was really Olof’s intention that
Siri’s heart should through the service of that day, and
the impression which the speaking talent of his father
eeldom failed to make, turn to him and devote itself to
the relation which, as between tutor and scholar, would
soon take place, and which he so greatly dreaded. But
now, when Olof begged her to speak to his father, she
shook her head, and withdrew herself.

In the afternoon Siri accompanied the young widow
who had lost the ring across the lake, and made her
show her the place where it had dropped. Meanwhile
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Olof had a long interview with his mother about -8iri.
in which they deliberated on the plan to be pursued- in
order to operate advantageously on her development.
They agreed in employing mild and prudent measures ;
and Olof calculated thereby more, and with greater cer-
tainty, on the influence which he exerted upon her than
he himself would express.

A short time afterwards the Professor began those
lessons of instruction and entertainment to which they
had looked forward with so great an apprehension.

It was not without a mixture of trembling and de-
fiance that she subjected herself to this instruction, of
which she believed that it was to be a restraint and
fetter to her free spirit. But these feelings soon
vanished, and made way for quite different onee.
Nordenwall was not one of the judges of Zion who
may be called watchmen of the tomb, and who prohibit
all searches and inquiries; he was a man of progress,
he followed the development of his time, and where-
ever he found people who were falsely instructed, his
sole aim then was to impart better and more correct
views. But while he set no bounds to the liberty of
reason, he strictly demanded purity of sentiment, sin-
cerity of intention, which alone lays open to view the
sanctuaries of life. He knew that human reason—
this ever inquiring, of divine origin—may find (though

not find out) eternal ideas, immortal conceptions, and
he was inclined to admit with one of the celebrated
fathers of the church, that the words “seek and ye
shall find,” were chiefly said to those who seek eternal
truth through reflection.

¢ Ye shall know, comprekend, the truth, and the
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truth shell make you free!” was the gospel, were the
werdeof the great teacher, which he frequently addressed
to young inquirers; “yet,” added he, *seek to abide
hie true disciples.”

‘Without fear he now also allowed the inquiring and
bold spirit of his youthful scholar to rove about in the
whole circuit of life, and stir up a whole ocean of in-
quiries and doubts, assured that he would be able to
impart that light to her that would yet set in order that
world to her view which still appeared in confusion to her.
He himself even experienced, through the vivacious
maiden, a salutary encouragement and stimulant.

" Siri on her part, who felt that her spirit would rather
be freed than fettered by that tutor and his instruction,
who saw new regions, new objects of interest open to
her, laid hold with eagerness of the new life, and pre-
cipitated herself, as it were, into that world.

But the adage is true that “ one fool can ask more
than ten wise men answer; "’ and that “the fortress of
truth cannot be taken by storm.”

8iri’s self-willed and impatient character frequently
gave proofs of this to her as well as to her tutor. The
manner in which the truth becomes dear in the human
mind, the gradual progress which lies at theroot of alt
development, the uneasiness which is inseparably con-
nected with it,—that was much too little suited to the
little patience of the young maiden. Whatever she did

not at once comprehend, she believed she would never
get to understand, and when a ray of light, which she
had once seen, becomes again overcast by a cloud, then
she despaired and rose against her master and against
the whole world.

During such a fit of temper, Walborg found her one
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day weeping, lying upon the grass beneath a liose-tree
in the garden. Walborg asked her why she wept, and
Siri answered,—

“ Because life scems intolerable to-me. It would be
better to be dead; then there would be an end of all
one’s troubles. There is no pleasure in living ; and: I
don’t know of what use it is.”

“We must still livel” answered Walborg, with a
somewhat bitter resignation, which is peculiar to a
class of pitiable people, whose life is as it were soused
by long seclusion.

¢ Ah, it is intolerable!” said Siri, beside herself,
wrung her hands, and bit into them. Walbarg cast a
proud and disdainful look at her, and went away.

But Siri's preceptor remained tranquil in her mind,
amid all the gusts of wind,—and this calmness,
with his mildness and continued direction, produced
by degrees a salutary effect upon her. She became
possessed as it were with a sort of fanatic longing for
the holy communion, which was to complete her con-
secration 'to a more profound life. Siri’s opinion was
that then clearness and, new life would enter into her
soul ; and in childish ignorance softly begged that she
might be allowed to receive it and then die.

. Olof’s company, and the great rambles which they
undertook together, were a salutary diversion to her;
and the instruction in the natural and physical sci-
ences which he imparted to her, afforded her particular
pleasure. But when she kept asking and inquir-
ing, ever entering into the original causes of things;
and when the young teacher gave her the fullest an-
swers which he had hitherto been able to give, she was
astonished that even here, with the most common
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phenomenon of nature, she was obliged to stop at a

From this arose fresh inquiries, fresh misgivings,
and a disquietude of which Siri then had no forebodings
that she should bear within her the germ of a bigher
peace.

Meanwhile her life was affluent; and amid the change
of storm and sunshine to which she was perpetually
subject, her heart was by degrees brought nearer to her
paternal instructor, the Professor, and that was fresh
joy to him ; for the young maiden continually increased
in his afféction and esteem’; and her timidity and cold-
ness had beeh a soarce of great grief to him.

Surprisiag it was that the young girl withal did not
seem to feel quite comfortable in this family, where,
indeed, so much benignant care and attention had been
devoted to her; and notwithstanding her late close
attachment to the Professor, there yet seemed to be an
invisible and inexplicable barrier which stood in the
way of her heait, and that of two- parents who desired
nothing more dearly than to draw her to their breast
as a beloved child

Olof was perpetually reflecting on the possible cause
of this; just so on the melancholy humour which fre-
quently came over 8iri in the very midss of her gayest
moments, and on the mysterious expressions which
sometimes escaped her. S8iri ever remained reserved
to himt ss to all others in these metters; and- Olof
began and ended with mystery.
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MAD TRICKS AND RIDDLES.

Briai17a had observed that Siri, for some time phast,
had been rowing out early every morning on the Silja
lake, accompanied by a peasant girl out of the vililage,
of the age of about twelve years; and when shie-asked
8iri one morning whither she was rowing so ehrly, hhb
answered,—

“Out a fishing near the Bytes-holms.” co et

“ Aud what sort of fish do you eatoh ? ”* -asléed By’
gitta. “I don’t remember to have eaten mvy Ssh'of<

your catching.” I 2N
‘1 angle for a gold fish | ** said Siri, kughmg, wand’
that’s difficult to catoh.” S anLad

“A gold fish! that I must seel” emﬁmea ‘BHY
gitta. “ I shall go with you.”

“Ob nol” said Siri, blushings “it is not '&d’l&
while ; there is nothing much ef interest or
%o see in it; and besides that, youknod how tiiPydid"
are an the "‘“‘" P A ,oqa ad*

“ But still I must see what Xind of gold fish mde'ld’
in the Silja lake, and bow you catch it: and, ther8lfe,

I shall escort you.” It was pérfeerly \meless‘fdiréiht
when Brigitta had once determived #pon anj‘ﬂhvw

But the ride was not very agreeable to Reijrittu}’ for
the wind was bjowiug rather fresh- on HIEFAR, ‘&’
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naughty Siri could not refrain from aiding the waves
secretly, rocking the little boat, and thereby frighten-
ing Brigitta to the uttermost, who all the while held
herself fast to the side of the boat, and exclaimed,—

“ Don’t, I beseech you, for heaven's sake, don’t!—
Are we to be fish again just now ¥—Do, pray, sit still,
Siri! Must you then capsize the boat again? you
ugly, sweet, naughty little Siri ! Sit still, I tell you,
orelse . . . . I have nothing more to say; but this I
can tell you, that when I am silent and turn pale, then
I am very angry.”

But when S$iri saw Brigitta grow * very angry,” she
threw herself upon her knees, kissed and embraced her;
but then the little .boat vacillated still more, and Bri-
gitta shrieked and scolded her, that she was obliged to
cry, for sheer laughing. But worse still it was when
they asrived at the next Bytes-holm. And when, in-
stead of pulling to shore, the young peasant maid held
in with her oars at a deep place a little distance from
the shore; and Siri, quite composedly and seriously,
began to undress in the boat. Brigitta looked at this
with suspicious looks At length she said,—

¢ This much is certain, that you have some singular
ways in fishing. What is the meaning of all this?
what is to be the reault of it? Do you suppose that T’
am going: to sis here and see you drowned? Not from
the spot shall you now stir, if you do not wish me to
shriek so that the whele parish of Mora shall be set in
motien.”

Siri had almost choked with laughing at this mono-
logue; but.all at once she grew serious, and said,—

“ Hush now!” and that in such a decided tone that’
Brigitta atarted. But in the next moment Sizri Manged

H
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head. foremost into-the depth of the waves. - Brigitta
did not at that time shriek, but made a motion as if
ahe would follow h er—to which the little peasant maid
said,—

. “She will soon rise again—she has done the smame
thing already these three weeks past, regularly ;. she i
diving for Marte Stine’s wedding-ring.”

“ Good and gracious Father in heaven! That’s the
gold-fish, then, is it? Ah! what agirl!” excleimed
Brigitta, delighted and alarmed at the same -time.
And now a fair arm rose forth from the waves, and im-
mediately after Siri's fair head. She laughed: et
Brigitta, heaved a few deep breaths and. laid dawn her
capture from the bottem of the lake into the boat—-a
handful of mud, with a few glittering stones in it, but
—noring. Notwithstanding the entreaties of Brigitta,
she dived down twice more, and on her rising the third
time, behold !—bright gold glittered forth from tive
black mud, and Brigitta and Siri exclaimed together :

¢ The gold-fish, the gold-fish!"

“The wedding-ring after which 8iri had now been
seeking for three weeks long, with unwearied perse-
verance, was found at last.

“Thank heavenl” exclaimed Brigitta, “now ome
may breathe freely again. Now dress yourself quickly,
8iri; you are quite blue with cold and restraint of
respiration. You really have the most unaccountable
awful designs, and ought not by rights to be lef to
yourself. You will never rest until you have; in seme
way or other, put an end to your life 1”

But Brigitta loved Siri so very much, although: she
was crose with her; and Siri was so delighted with the
recovery of the ring, and tbe joy that it- gave to the
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poor woman, Marte Stine, that the passage homeward
was just as peaceful and pleasant as the outward was
enquiet. Siri then straightway repaired to the young
widow on the way.

Brigitta, meantime, went to her brother to relate to
him the oceurrenee of this morning, and on perceiving
his eyes sparkle all the while, she exclaimed :

¢ Lasse, you are my own brother, and you have your
heart in its right place, although it sometimes sits
somewhat loosely. Now I beg you would do me the
favour, and aot fall in love with Siri, that I can tell
you ; for then I am sure there would be nothing else
bntmuldmmmuhmgfmmxt. I'1l be bound to say
there is enough already without. Look you there now,
your waistooat is torn; 1°ll mend it for you....But
what’s that? From whom have you gotten this little
silk handkerchief! Why, I do believe—yes, upon my
word, that’s Walborg’s, to a certainty ! *

% She dropped it while she was playing the ¢ Widow's
Gambol,’ the other evening 1 ¥ said Laese, somewhat
blushing, and exculpating himeelf.

“ Lasse! Lasse!’” said Brigitta, shaking her head.
“ It seems you will never be wiser. Three month's ago
it was the sandal of Josephine’s silver shoe, which you
wore, like a blue riband under your waistcoat, and now
ftis....»

“Ah'1* said Lieutenant Lasse, “ this is quite a dif-
ferent thing...."

“Quite different? Yes, to be sure, for this is a
handkerchief, arid wot a-sandsl, that I see very clearly;
and ‘a very pretty: listle handkerchiéf, of very heavy
taffeta, into tie bargainr! Walborg, I am sure, would
pot part with it for a wifle. I ehull take eare too, to
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deliver it to her, again, duly and rightly. She isa
right sort of person, Walborg....”

“ Person! Brigitta, you really speak very little. . .. "

“Well, of course, is she not a person? Or what
else is she ? - I should not wonder but you would like
me to call her a goddess; but knowing that she isa
poor sinful being, as all the rest of us are, but a very
nice girl withal, I shall take care that she shall have
her handkerchief again, as soon as possible.”

¢ Brigitta, you are downright cruel{ Have you then

-no fellow-feeling at all for me, your own brather?*

¢ No, not the least, when it concerns the restoration
of things stolen by my dear brother, but’ very much
on the other hand for your wearing untattered waistcoats.
1 will, therefore, take this along with me, to make it
whole again ; but Walborg’s handkerchief, in order to
restore it to her again.”

“She will then get to know that I have worn it next
to my heart.”

“Under your waistcoat, you meant to say; yes, tobe
sure, but she shall also get to know that a certain
sandal had occupied the place before it.”

“No, Brigitta, no!”

“Yes, Lasse, yes! don’t think that you can make
young girls believe that there is more about your heart
than there really is. I love you too dearly to allow
that weightier sins rested upon it under the sandals and
handkerchiefs that lay upon it, and which will yet lay
upon it in future. My dear brother, thank heaven
that you have asister who takes more heed of you than
you do of yourself. The waistcoat you ghall. have
again in a quarter of an hour. But I will now first go
to Jook after my Adjunct, and .see if he is .yes within
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*time and space. It really is dreadful to think of the
. many things I have to take care of ! It is a surprising
thing that I do not get confused withal.” And Brigitta
laughed and nodded to her brother. As she left the
room, Lieutenant Lasse, however, sighed, and consoled
" himself by humming to himself:

“Though life may be short and be dull,
Yot may cheerfulness lighten the way !*

‘'Lieutenant Lasse was one of that class of men who
by means of their gay levity become agreeable com-

' pany, by and by frequently, alas! fools, and some-
- -titites even rogues. Pity, a thousand pities, that any
~'thing so agreeable and interesting should frequently
- end 80 lamentably.” And Lieutenat Lasse had sucha
good heart, that it would have been a very great pity if
such had been the way with him; hence it is that heaven
‘bad given him a wise sister, whom he heartily loved,
and contrary to whose pleasure he did not like to act.
Besides he was like her in outward appearance, though
he was less pretty: he was pock-marked, had flaxen
hair, dazzling white teeth, and a humorous, merry
expression of countenance, which made a cheering

impression. .

Not without a degree of embarrassment did he see
Walborg again late in the day. But as Walborg was
just as cold and polite, and equally tranquil as ever,

- Lieutenant Lasse soon got out of his embarrassment,
and uncertain whether Brigitta had betrayed his little
secret, he soon jested, sighed and laughed, just as before.

The Professor, astonished at Siri’s up-fishing of the
widow's ring, said to his wife:

- % Ple girl is no ordinary being! a glorious nature !
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you will see that we shall some day live to see her our
hearts’ delight and joy. She must have her full libexty,
my dear little woman! Al men are not cast after one
mould. This girl is guided by a good spirit!*

“Would you were right!” said Madame Ingeborg,
with a shining, tearful glance.

“ If we could only succeed,” continued Nordenwall,
“in getting her to beless shy, and become more attached
tous. There is a something in her infinitely regaling to
me, and it only grieves me that I cannot win her attach-
ment as much as I could wish. Yetin time, and with
patience, we shall be able to accomplish it,

On the evening of that day there rose a strong morth-
east wind, and a number of grey, rent clouds moved
about the sky, and covered the summits of the moun-~
tains. In order to counteract the influence of the
uncomfortable weather Madam Ingeborg called the
young people together to tea, plucking of feathers, and
social games; and as the young folks from Sollerd
happened just then also to be at Mora, the summons
was received with partioular pleasure.

During the plucking of feathers, riddles were pro-
pounded and resolved. Madam Ingeborg asked :

“Who is the great one who drives over the earth,
robs bill and wood, and defiles the sun, being afraid of
the wind, but not of men ¢

And to this it was quickly anawered that the “ grest
one” was the “fog.”

Madame Ingeborg asked again:

“What is that that is better than God, and worse
than Satan, that the dead eat, and of which the living,
were they to eat it, would die?”

This riddle required longer time for consideration,



LIFE IN DALECARLIA. 121

but at last it was also answered with triumphant looks,
Then followed a general demand for “ more riddles.”

“You are over-clever this evening,” said Madame
Iogeborg. I must consider a little if I can think of
some difficult riddle for you. Now, then, hear this. What
wonderful thing was that that I saw in the King’s Castle,
that turns its feet up towaxrds the sun, and its head——""
But bere Madame Ingehorg suddenly started, as if
alarmed at something that was passing outside of the
window at which she stood. She heavily drew breath,
passed her hand to her heart, and quickly quitted the
room. Siri, also, curiously looked out of the window.
Olof likewise followed with her eyes, but they saw
nothing particular except atall-figured stranger,who was
passing by on the high road before the parsonage, and
disappeared behind the buildings situate below there.
But scarcely had Olof seen the black dressed stranger,
when, with an exclamation of surprise, he quickly
hastened out of the room, and with such a violent
motion, that all the feathers flew round about.

¢ Bless us! bless us!” cried the workers. “ What
wonderful thing was that then, that Olof got sight of
there? ”* Then they too looked out of the windew aad
beheld—nought.

 That must have been the mountain-spirit himself,”
exclaimed Olof, when after ten minutes he re-entered
quite out of breath. ‘It seemed to me, positively, as
if I recognised an acquaintance of mine in the passing
stranger, and I, therefore, hastened to overtake himg
but he was completely vanished, and 1 cannot con.
ceive what road he has taken.”

“What he? What acquaintance 2" they inquired
in all directions.
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“Ah!" said Olof, “ merely a wonder that I had seen
in the King’s Castle ; or—more correctly speaking—at
Hygyfors; but I certainly ought to have related to you
the adventure about that place, for it is almost the
only interesting one that I have met with on my three
years’ travels.”

“An adventure! an adventure! Do tell us it$—
pray tell us it,” cried the young people.

“Let me only have a look at you, Olof!’’ cried
Brigitta; “ you must be 3 real lion, or a tiger, or some
still more curious animal, since you have met with
interesting adventures on your travels. King Solomon
certainly was wrong when he said, that there is nothing
new under the sun. And now for your adventuye
Let us now see that it was a highly remarkable ome.
‘We are all ear and attention.”

And Olof began to relate :

¢ About six weeks ago, on my journey hither, I was
on the Osmundsberg, close to the Boda Chapel in
Rittwik, and lingered there alittle in order to botanize,
and in quest of petrified objects, such as I knew were
to be met with there. I had also a great desire to see
the so-called “ Fiog,” or Drakeldar, which are said to
make their appearance during certain nights there. I
then also took a walk to the Stygg-fors—I hope you
are all aware what the Stygg-fors is?”’

¢ Well—yes, somewhere thereabouts.”

“Yes, so it is, for it is difficult to describe it so pre-
cisely. In the first place, and before all things, itis

not a waterfall, for the fall of the water is in propor-
tion to the mass inconsiderable ; it is nevertheless,
however, a most awful place in the midst of a wild
wood, to which one only arrives by very troublessme
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roads ; and a more desolate and wilder scene of nature,
steeper precipices, and more rugged acclivities, one
does not get to see in many places. Right into the
midst of the strangest roaring and rushing noise, leads
a narrow and steep cliff, in the shape of a crooked
back, and terminates crossway before the abyss. And
it is said that a magistrate of that part of the country,
who was tired of life, had been riding out there in full
speed upon that rock, in order to precipitate himself
down headlong from it.  But just at the moment
when the horse came to the extremity of the brink
where the abyss is perpendicularly thirty fathoms deep,
it'whirled quickly round, and galloped back, bearing
its astonished rider with it. On the west side of the
fall there is a sort of grotto, as if it were burnt in, or
excavated in the mountain, which is called the magie
cave, and of which it is said that it was formerly a re-
sorting place for witches and robbers.”

“Bravo! bravo ! exclaimed Brigitta, ¢ that begins
very prettily, at all events. I most assuredly expect
many, butawful things. I am getting quite warm
already.”

“There ia, there too,” continued Olof, laughing at
- Brigitta’s warmth, “a high sharp sandbank, which is
called the ‘Goat’s-back.’ "’

“Goat’s-back! that does not sound so pretty,”
cried Brigitta, by way of interruption, “Go, I beg,
and get upon the goat's-back. That sounds un-
romautic.”

» By the side of the Goat’s-back grows a flower, of
which I was anxious to get a specimen.”

4 Oh, dear! there we have it. Our hero tumblea
down from the goat’s-back.”
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“No, ke did not fall down; he went, or more cor-
rectly speaking, he crept down quite bravely, and erept
equally as brave up again with an Epipactis atrorubeny,
as a victorious hanner in his hand.”

“ Well, thank goodness!’

¢ | then repaired towards that side where the magic
cave is situate.”

“Well donel”

“ Above it projects the narvew ridge of a hill, M
is called the “ Rat's-tail.”

“The Rat's-tail? Abominable! lfyougo-dﬁo
yourself to the rat’s-tail, why then . . . . . l'ﬂm
nothing mere to do with you.”

“ And on reaching the aoclivity, I espied an extre~
ordinary little species of clasper which W‘“
fathoms beneath me at the end of the....” 5

¢ Rat's-tail, perchance?”

“Yes, quite right! of the Rat’s-tail. I could méat
forbeuwclmbdmdnodoclmtywuhmyhnﬁmd
m‘t

“Oh, dear! oh, dear! that’s terrible geing om, ib
be sure!”

¢ No, it certainly did not go particularly well ; nnda-
my feet stones were continually rolling away, and litde
bushes to which I held fast with my hands, gave way
with the roots and all. Thus I elided several 'yards
downwards, and I saw the moment before e when {
must either bang myself untothe Rat’s-tail, and forfeit
Brigitta’s good graces for ever, or slip down 'l speed
into the abyss. Bat just as k felt myself w.gotig that
way, &« hand wae stretched forth from the mousteinuag
hand seized me by the neck, or mere cerseety, byitle
coat-collar; and almost in the same imstant I found
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myself transpoced intoa sort of grotto in the middle of
the mauntains, and direatly oppesite 1 figure, that
looked so strange and fantastio, that it mghc fain have
been the genius of Stygg-fors.”’

“ Ah! charming, perfectly enchanting! Tllac can-
not be better!”
, “After having recovered myself from the astonish-
ment of the first moment, I could not, while contem-
plating my delivery, forbear thinking of Sir Walter
Soott’'s “ Belfour de Bourleigh,” and other gloomy
figures of his novels. He was slender and of high stature,
meagre, and wore a ooarse, but yet tasteful black dress.
Hisdark and grey mingled hair hung disorderly overhis
forehead. His face was tanned, and—if. owe may say
se~—ugly, but yet interesting through a trace of suffer-
Jugs, which seemed to have hardened and rendered it
prematurely aged, for he could. nut have been much
more than forty years eld. There was a something of
decay, something of a wreck in. that eountenance
which led ome to think of seeing in him the ruins of
some great character. His eyes were singular; and [
hardly know what to say, whether handsome or plain,
but their glance was awful ; and there was throughout
a something about the man, that was impossible to in-
spire confidence. I should certainly never have chosen’
him for my travelling companion, although my present
encountering of him in the mountain was quite wel-
come to me. He addressed'me, not in Swedish, but
in German, and in a veice which sounded both melan-
choly and sullen at the same time, He wasa traveller;
by bixth, a Tyrolean; was familiar with all the relative
scienges of mining and metallurgy ; and wes here, like
myself, from curiosity Afer having led- me out of the
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magic cave to a more convenient road than that on
which I had reached thither, we botanized awhile
together, during which he threw out different questions
respecting my home and circumstances of life. From
him I ‘meantime did not ascertain any thing, except
that his name was “ Angerman,” and was then on &
journey to Norway. I invited him to Mora, and bhe-
promised that if his time should permit of it, to salute
me there. His conversation was remarkably interest- «
ing, and I was sorry to be obliged to separate from him
8o soon; but we had different ways, as he.said,
and he did not seem to care much about my cont~
pany. ) !

““So much, then, dear Brigitta, for my adventure..-
And just at that very moment I fancied 1 saw that wan, .
the Tyrolean, my life’s-deliverer of Stygg-fors passiug..
by here ; and, indeed, to this very mament I canmot
yet conceive that it should not have been him, and
whither he has so suddenly disappeared. Only think,
if it should really prove to be the Genius of Stygg-fors,
and no Tyrolean! What do you think of that ?

“For my part he may be whatever he likes,” said
Brigitta, *“ if he only comes hither and I get a sight of
him, for he must look very curious, and I think much
of curiosities.”

“But my mother surely, I hope, has not been
taken unwell?” inquired Olof; “she left us so
suddenly.”

“ I do believe that she did not feel well,” answered
Brigitta ; ¢ that is a case of occasional occurrence—it is
one of those paroxysms of the heart which always tor-
ments her; and at such times she usually prefers to be
alone for a little while. When the pains are over she
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wilt come back, and likes it best then for nobody to
Pity or inquire after her.”

"Yet a little while longer they continued talking about
Olof's adventure, and the mysterious wanderer, then
Brigitta and Lasse set the gambols a-going. Later in
the evening Madame Ingeborg also came, and enlivened
them by her interesting stories, and the ‘ Genius of
Stygg-fors” was entirely forgotten with the * Wadmel
weaving” and ¢ fire-lending.”

A violent storm was raging during the night; the
wiadew panes in the parsonage quivered and shook,
and the Silja roared tempestuously; but through the
midst of the night and the storm, sweet flute tones were
heard moving, as it were, on the wmgs of the wind.
Sird, the wonderous maiden, was abroad in the stormy
night, But this was nothing uncommon with her ; and
she was nbw suffered to follow her inclination.
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EXCURSIONS.

WE begin with this ourselves, while we pass over a
few weeks in which the family-life at the parsonage of
Mora rolled along calmly and gaily, as the Bife be-
tween its shores. Midsummer was passed, the month
of July was at hand,—a period of rest for the clergy in
that part of the coudtry; for about that time the pea-
sants, with their whole household, move out into the
cattle-tents (called Sdfer-huts) frequently from six to
seven miles distant from their respective villages, into
the interior of the woods, where they find fresh pasture
for their cattle, where they make their milk into butter,
prepare cheese, and generally stay till the end of the
month of August. Already in the beginning of July
you meet the emigrating families in every direction
with their cattle and household furniture. The father
of the family drives the waggon, on which blooming
children peep forth from between wooden milk-vessels
and labouring implements. The housewife generally
walks alongside, carefully watching over every thing.
Sometimes you meet with a solitary old woman, indus-
triously occupied with knitting stockings, who walks
along briskly and lightly, as if old age was no encum-
brance to her, alone, surrounded by a few gouts, which
follow her like faithful dogs; she, too, is Nomade, she,
too, emigrates to the “cattle-tents.” If she stops and
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converwes with you awhile, then the goats flock closely
around her. And soon you see here and there light
blue columns of smoke rise from the dark, inhospitable
fir-woods which cover the heights. There the emigrated
family, there the solitary old woman with her goats has
arrived in the ¢ Siter-buts,” and kindled a fire upon
her hearth. And travellers from the great world who
from a distance see the peaceful prognostics rising
from these, to them, frequently inaccessible habitations,
send perhaps a longing sigh to these lonely dwellings
ana to this nomadic life, where the fresh air which the
body perpetually inhales, also flows into the soul ; where
the daily simple and healthy cares of life shuts out the
care % which consumes the heart.”
But while the peasant goes forth and migrates, the
“ Herre-man" does not sit still either. The clergymen
and the few families of the gentry, who besides him
have their little dwellings here and there in the valleys,
generally visit each other during that season, or under-
take a jouruey also, in order to become acquainted with
those parts of the country yet unknown to them. And
now it stands there in all its beauty, with its lakes, its
hills and valleys—both uniform and varied, like Rous-
seau’s Tricordium. The fieldsare interwoven by linnéa,
and evergreens, wood-asters, fern, and all those white
flowers that love the shade of the fir-woods, now fill
them with their fragrances, and bloom forth in modest
beauty at the feet of the very high-aged giants. No-
where do we find more exuberant flowery meadows, no-
where do we get more beautiful strawberries, and
through the sua-warm valleys flows the Dalelfe bright
and clear in countless inourvations, and with aver-
- X
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hanging fir-trees, over the high « Mjelgars,”* and with
wild roses and * Spires Ulmaria’ on the low turf near
its banks.

The family of Mora had already long ago purposed
undertaking a journey to Elfdalen, which none of the
members of the family had seen yet, but of whose wild
beauty they had heard frequent and abundant descrip-
tions; and when, in the middle of July, the weather
began to be quite settled and beautiful, they determined
upon devoting several days to thislittle excursion. The
youthful members rejoiced indescribably to see the
beautiful wild country, the porphyry-rocks, and per-
phyry-works, and to get to the place where ‘‘the
land roads terminate,” and where wild, pathless
woods begin which extend to the Norwegian bounda-
ries. Siri was enraptured tobe allowed to perform the
journey, together with Olof, on horseback, and thus to
be able the more boundlessly to roam all over the
country. The Professor feasted on the joys of the young
people, and Madame Ingeborg rejoiced moreover to be
able to pay her respects to Frdulein Charlotte, one of
her youthful acquaintances, who had a little farm in
Elfdalen, where she resided, and whither she invited
the whole family of Mora, for there are no inns in the
whole of that part of the country. Friulein Charlotte,
however, was hospitality itself, and herein vied with

 * Mjelgar is the term applied to sand-cliffs, which are formed
of portions of the falling in of earth, such as occur every year
on the banks of the Elfe, and which in their downward course
tear large fraginents of earth and trees llong with them into its
depth. By thm falls a near Leksand
the i formatious of ruins, dilapidated vaults,
pillars walls, pyramids, grottos, &.
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another family in Elfdalen, which we shall not mention
here, but which we hold in most grateful remembrance.
Brigitta also rejoiced in anticipation of getting a sight
of Friulein Lotte,

“ But who, pray, is that Frdulein Lotte?’ asked
Olof, somewhat impatiently, to whom it seemed as if
for the last few days he could get to hear of nought
else but everlastingly about Fraulein Lotte, * what is it
then that is so remarkable in her, why should one be
so greatly rejoiced to seeher? ....”

It was on the evening before the departure when
Olof thus made that inquiry, as the family was collect-
edly sitting on the steps in front of the house, and
there enjoyed the cool, beautiful evening.

Madame Ingeborg, who, after having well furnished
the provision-baskets for the journey, cheerfully tarried
with her family, gaily answered :

“ Who Friulein Lotte is? a most peculiar person,
who possessed the courage to wander her own way
through life, and prepare a portion for herself by her
own energy. - I will briefly relate to you

FRAULEIN LOTTE’S HISTORY.

¢ Fréulein Lotte was of an ancient noble family.

“She had lost her father; but she had a mother, a
sister, seven uncles and seven aunts. The whole of
her relations lived in the city of W—.

¢ She had also had a brother, who, accerding to the
still legal right of inheritance in Sweden, had, after the
demise of the father, taken double as much from the
bulk of the inheritance as the sisters, and who after-
wards got through twice as much and more, for after
he had squandered away his own property he seized
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upon the little property of his mother and sisters,
whose latter guardian he was, and would have finished
with their complete rain had not death prevented him
fromit. From the remainder of the former fortume the
mother re-established a little dwelling for herself and
her two daughters.

 Friulein Lotte’s sister was handsome and pessessed
of talents which she diligently cultivated ; she played
the guitar, sang the scala, drew flowers, was by all her
Kindred called the ¢highly-talented,’ and was looked
upon as if destined to make a great fortune in the
world. Friiulein Lotte on her part had been prewentod
by nature with a vigorous body, a tolerably plain facs,
a warm heart, and—mustaches, whence she had fre-
quently been jestingly called in the family ¢ TAe Majer,’
but in earnest not unfrequently ‘ Poor Lotte’ Fer
Lotte was possessed neither of talents nor charms, but
no one believed that she would ever make any fortane
in the world. Lotte herself, however, did not consider
the matter in such a melancholy light. Already frem
her earliest childhood she said to berself: ‘I can never
be afine and genteel lady, I shall therefore try to make
a thorough woman of domestic management of myself.’
But this was not so easily practicable, for Lotte’s
mother lived on a small income, which was just sefii-
cient to allow her to live in a ‘bumble way’ with her
two daughters, whence Lotte, therefore, found no field
at home for practice. Her mother, besides being an
agreeable companion, and her sister a highly-talented
gitl, was frequently invited to coffee and tea calla-
tions in the family. When our poor Major was obliged
to go with them, she was herself overlooked in the
dance, and silently constrained to swallow a cup of,
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onffee or ten and sugar too by herself. Our poor Major
got 20 far as to fall into a fixed ides about herself, .and
st there quite melancholy and pensively, while hex
sister Emily sang romances, sketched flowers, and ex
ercised her talents all the day long.

“QOme fine morning, Fraulein Lotte went to hey
mother, and said:

& ¢ Dear mother, I will no longer sit there and eat
up your scanty bread. 1 can no longer continue in
this state of inactivity without falling into brooding
thomghts and follies. J am grown up and strong—I
am upwards of twenty years old. I will now go forth
into the world and work, will enter into other people’s
service, till I have acquired as much as will enable me
to rent or purchase a little farm, which I will manage
wyself, and in which I will provide for myself.’

“ The mother at first thought that her daughter had
grewn silly, but upon a more mature consideration of
the matter and a further deliberation about it with her
daughter she found that it was quite reasonable, and
said (for she was a good and sensible woman) :

¢ ¢ 1 have always seen it before me that my children
will have to determine their own lot when they have
srrived to a sufficient sense forit. Do as you please,
my dear Lotte! Unmerited poverty is no disgrace.
If we can work ourselves out of it, it is an honour. [
am only afraid of our relations. What will they
syt

And there was an uproar among the relations.

The seven aunts struck upon their snuff-boxes,
and said :

% What an ont of the way idea that is! Canshe not
sit still and live in a humble way, as so many others do,
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spin or knit, and attend to thelittle household concerns
of her mother, and occasionally amuse herself at our
coffee féles. . One ought never step out of one’s family
line, and one’s given connectione in life. 'We ought to
remain with our own kindred. When one can live so
well and so tranquil as she does, why then should one
throw one’s selfoutinto the world? Others sit quietly
and go on living in such a humble way. 'Why cannot
she do the same as others?”

And the seven uncles shook their heads, and said :

“She wishes to rent a farm, and manage it herself,
and attend to her business affairs herself. There will
be nothing but foolery, stupid , and absolut
ruination come out of all this. We must give our
most serious advice against it.”

Frdulein Lotte, however, became daily more decided
in her own mind. She successfully exerted herself in
obtaining a situation as housekeeper in some large
establishment in the country.

And in thefamily there was a poer unfortunate little
boy, whom none of the relatives were willing to re-
ceive, because he was afflicted with a grievous, in-
curable, but not mortal disease. JAnd one day when
Fraalein Lotte met the boy bitterly bewailing his
destiny, of being obliged to be a burden to men, and te
suffer so severely, and still not permitted to die, she
said to him :

“ Weep not, Theodore! Inow intend to go forth into
the world and earn money, but after a few years 1
mean to buy myself a hut and a garden with it on the
banks of the Dalelfe, and then you shall come, and live
with me; then you shall bathe in the clear and fresh
river-water, and get strong and well from it. And
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you shall help me in cultivating the garden, and we
shall live happy together. Be of good cheer, Theodore,
and only have patience—I shall not forsake you.”

And our Fraulein went forth into the world, and
served in a large establishment as stewardess, where
there was much work, but where they also paid high
wages. Auxiliary to this, she purchased a stock of
flax, had it spun and woven, and thus in a few years
accumulated a pretty little capital. Our Frdulein had
what is called “business-tact;” and of the different
tacts in the world this is not the very worst—that is to
say, if directed by a good and honest heart.

Eight years had passed over when Fraulein Lotte again
saw_ her nativecity. Yetevery thing there still looked
quite like itself. Her mother still went about to coffee
and’ tea collations ag before. “The highly talented
one” still exercised her talents, sang the Scala, drew
flowers, and waited for the great fortune which was to
come. The seven aunts continued to take snuff, and
the seven uncles still shook their heads, each in his
own way, and argued ahout Lotte’s purposes.

Now, Lotte was there, saluted her mother and
relatives, and informed them that she had purchased a
farm in Elfdalen, where she purposed establishing a
little trade, and whither she intended to take the
afflicted Theodore to herself.

This announcement created universal astonishment
in the family, yet then she generously exerted herself,
and clubbed a sum of money together as a sort of pen-
sion for the boy, with whom they should no longer be
burdened,

In the year following Friulein Lotte sent her mother
a present of a monstrous large cheese, and a gigantic
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salmon, from Dannarefors, on the Dalelfe, and wrote
that she was getting on well, that she certainly had a
great deal to do, but was thankful to God for it.
Theodore was bathing in the river; felt his bodily
strength thereby considerably strengthend, and was so
happy in mind, that he no longer complained of a
disease which now no further prevented him from being
a useful and happy man. While Frdulein Lotte at-
tended to her rural and domestic affairs, he almost
alone carried on the little trade, in which he took
great interest, and which proved very successful.
Fraulein Lotte closed herletter by inviting her mother,
siater, and all the family to be sure and come soon, and
pay their respects to their fortunate * Major” in his
own house. .

The mother ehed a tear of joy over the happiness
and cheracter of her daughter, commended her wisdom,
never to have opposed the reasonable wishes of her
daughters, and invited the whole family to a treat of
the cheese, the salmon, and the letter.

The aunts took snuff and said: “ Who would have
thought that Lotte would get on so well! Our ex-
hartations have not been fruitless after all. Delicious
cheese !”

And the seven uncles all nodded together with their
heads and said: “That’s just the way all females
should do; if such were the case, then things would
be better in the world. An incomparable beautiful
salmon 1

Five or six years have now already elapsed since
Fraulein Lotte’s first residence on her farm in Elfdalen,
and.. .. however, you will see her to-morrow evening,
and then you will be able to see and judge of her your-
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selves, how far she has sucoeeded in her undertak-
ing.
““Ah! I am enraptured with Fréuslein Lotte!” ex-
claimed Olof; “I long tosee her, long for the time
when I shall see her, and be able to express my respect
and admiration.”

“ May heaven only keep me from proving inconstant
to my Adjunct,” said Brigitta; for I feel that I am in
a fair way for falling in love with the Major. Iam
very fond of energetic men, and I always maintain
that it is the want of real energy only, that occasions
8o much misery in the world.”

““Ah! what a pity!” said Lieutenant Lasse, “if
she only hadn’t any mustaches, I would then soon
make love to her. But I fear that I should get a little
frightened of them....”

“ Fancy that you merely see your own in the glass,
that you see your other self,”” said Brigitta, laughing.

“I, for my part, should have no objection to get
Fraulein Lotie for my sister-in-law.”’

“Well, to be sure!” said Madame Ingeborg, hu-
morously; “only, fancy if we should bring about a
match on our little journey! But as we are to get up
to-morrow morning, before the cook has put on his
shoes; yet, don’t you think it would be advisable for
us to betake ourselves to bed 1"

“The motion was seconded and carried unanimously.

“ But it was not written in the stars that Lieutenant
Lasse should get to see Fraulein Lotte. Through a
false step on the stairs, that very evening, he had
sprained his foot, and was therefore obliged to submit
to a proper care of it, and consequently desist from the
journey, while by so doing he kept the Adjunct com~
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pany, who also stayed at home in Mora, as he did not
care much for travelling, but on the other hand, much
for fishing; and now, during the absence of his bride,
he thought to be able to gratify this passion, day and
night, to his heart’s content. He promised to take
Lieutenant Lasse with him in his boat. Lieutenant
Lasse, however, considered this a very poor sort of
pleasure, and sang with a heavy heart:

“ Though life may be short and be dull,” &c.

Siri, on the departure of the following morning, was
extremely busy with Durathor, who was determined
to follow her; and being hindered from its purpose,
kept wreetling about with one of the stable-maids, till
they were both rolling on the grass, to the involuntary
laughter of the spectators. Lieutenant Lasse promised
to compose an elegy on this scene, which he would
publish with the musical accompaniment, under the
title of * Les adieux de Siri et de Durathor, Elegie
harmonigue,” par Lasse Doloroso.

The way from Mora to Elfdalen, goee first upon a
ferry across the river, towards the neck of land, where
the witches’ pillory formerly stood, and where at present
the Salix Daphnoides caused its golden blossoms to glitter,
and arrayed itself with beautifully sparkling sap-green
foliage ; afterwards it leads for a few miles through
deep sand and unsightly wood region. Thence, how-
ever, it winds into the picturesque beautiful Elfdalen,
and almost constantly follows the banks of the Dalelfe,
soon rising, soon sinking, between high wood-crowned
wountains, which, like fearful giants, meet the travel.
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Jers with threatening look and gestures, but stand still
or [pass by with the proud composure of superior
strength. Thus the Suttur-rock, the Gosphus, Hykge,
and the Wasa-mountain, and other storm-pregnant
clouds, which thundering pass over the mountains, the
quickly vanishing, quickly re-opening, prospects into
an immeasurable distance, the manifold sport of shades
and light in this grand, but concentrated scene of
nature, the solitary idle life, solitary even to awfulness;
the wildness of the surrounding country, all combined
to make a grand and lively impression on the travel-
lers. Woods are met with on thisroad which appear to
have been standing there since the beginning of the
world. Trees fall, remain lying, and.rot, without a hand
stirring to make use of them; indeed, the Dalecarlian
frequently cuts down the most splendid stems of trees,
merely to peel off a little bark from them, which he
mixes with the fodder of his cattle, and then leaves
them to rot afterwards, unconcerned; so great is here
the abundance of, and indifference to, this mercantile
commodity, which others pay with its weight in gold.
But this gold does not reach so far as the primitive
woods of Dalecarlia. The waterfalls of the Dalelfe,
of which it may be said that they are the bulwark of
the innocence of the country, prevent, indeed, its con-
nection with the mercantile world, and seem to say:
“ Keep thy poverty and thy riches to thyself, and with
both—thy peace.” Wood-combustions frequently de-
vastate great extents of these woods, even to the very
summits of the mountains, and they are suffered to burn
till they become extinct of themselves, as nothing can be
done to extinguish them. Thus whole tracts of them
are seen transforming themselves into. ashes, or, moxe
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cotrectly speaking, into dead woods. The tree atands
there, with stem and branches, but no green foliage
hangs thereon, not the very smallest blade of grass
shoots forth from the ash-.covered earth; not a bird,
not an insect, moves its wings between the burnt trees;
every thing—the fields, the wood, the hills,—all is
black and grey as ashes, as far as the eye can reach;
all is dead—it is as if blasted by a curse. Some-
times, you have on the right side of the way one
of those dead woods, while on the left all is thriving in
verdant, joyous splendour; and while gigantic lofty
fir-trees stand prominently upon fresh green hills, you
see in the depth beneath, the river, which in this
valley grows into a playing stream, foaming along soli-
tary, over stony ground, and embracing little light~
green, leaf-covered islands, while murmuring wood-
brooks come down from the rocks, and like wild fellows,
rush on to his bosom. )

Olof rode by the side of Siri, and was very much
occupied with her; she too turned herself sometimes
o Olof with an expression such as, for instance :—

“ Oh what a splendid morning ! —How fresh it wafts
through the woods!” and her eye at the same time
beamed with joy. Sometimes she sang a verse or two
of some air. It seemed to Olof as if the personified
morning were sitting by the side of him on horseback.
He was involuntarily constrained to think of Brigitta's
words,— There is over the whole girl a prevailing
‘freshness . . . .”

Generally speaking, the charm which Siri pos-
sessed and inspired, proceeded in a very great measure
from her every expression of life being free from art,
and without caleulation. She possessed much of that
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stnaightforwardriess which from the objects of nature
operates 8o freshly upon our mind: and Siri’s first con-
sttaintless training, or more correctly speaking, total
want of breeding, has, with its evils, yet had this good,
that she remained free from those mental stays which
tightly lace the rest of us, poor worldings, together by
ehamber-education and constraint, that renders our
breathing short, and our every movement confined. Not-
withstandiny, this natural education would still, perhaps,
not have led to any very happy results, had not Siri
been endowed with charms by nature. We have seen
other young girls, who have been brought up in golden
Tiberty, and have been alarmed at the motions of their
arms and their long strides. A most difficult thing—
education! We thauk heaven that we have no daugh-
ters ; but we love young girls still for all that, as the
most glorious fruit which earth bears. Ah! were we
but always sowing full, good seed! . . . .

Upon a green elevation, near a silvery clear rippling
brook of excellent drinking water, the dinner table was
covered with provisions from the well-stored basket.
No one who has himself never tried it, can judge how
delicious is the enjoyment of taking one’s meal in the
open air and upon the green table-cloth of the earth.
Yet it is necessary, at the same time, that a cheerful
‘heart and good appetite should go along with it: and
this the family of Mora possessed, and consequently
enjoyed a hearty meal. They were not even disturbed
by a little unasked-for overshowering of ash-rain; for
in the first place and before all things, this occasioned
a rapid and lively flight under some large fir-trees ; and
in the second place, that beautiful play of clouds that .
was going on in the sky, gave Olof an opportunity of:
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delivering a little lecture, pleasurably hailed by ail the
rest of the party, on the principal formations of “the
clouds, which were at first observed and mentioned by
the learned quaker, Howard, and afterwards generally
received into the science. As may easily be imagined,
the discourse did not come off without a little Latin ;
and Brigitta, who, as we are already aware, was quite
expert in that language, soon spoke of nought but
¢ Stratus, Cumulus, and Cirrhus:" while the rest
contented themselves with getting to know and
calling them in Swedish, “couch-cloud,” or *mght-
cloud ;”” because this form of cloud generally makes its
appearance at night,—*“mass-cloud,” and “feather-
cloud.” They likewise observed, during the storm and
consequent clearing up, how these formations of clouds
pass over into one another. Even the laws which take
place here Olof had to explain, together with the
names which the cloud-images receive during the trans-
ition. To Madame Ingeborg this was a subject of
most particular interest ; for the clouds and their phan-
tasmagorias, their image-abounding chequered life,
have always had a great interest to her: frequently of
a prophetic nature. She fancied she could read in
them, as was formerly read in the stars; and in refer-
ence to these, she was not quite divested of a
degree of superstition. She now ascertained the ndmes
for these forms, and with fine, i. e. significant names
for things is—a great point gained.

The whole day, during the journey, they were look-
ing up to the sky, and making reflections on * Strutus,
Cumulus, and Cirrhus.”’ Brigitta complained that her
head and neck were getting quite a wrong turn by it,
of which no one could calculate the consequence; and
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i order to counteract this, Olof turned her attention
to the  Lafreseda,” which with its purple ray so beauti-
fully adorns the stones near the high-roads in Dale-
carlia, and whose smell is delightful, and sweet as the
roots of violets when passed over by the sand. Brigitta
admitted, that the head and face of man were, after all,
wisely formed in order to be able at some time to com-
prehend all the wonders of heaven and earth.

Rather early in the evening the travellers arrived
at the farm of Prdulein Lotte. She stood on the steps
in front of the house to receive her guests, and over
her countenance there moved such an expression of
tranquillity of mind and happy benevolent disposition,
that no one saw or thought of her mustaches. (N. B.
Lieut. Lasse was not withthem). Olof almost fancied
as if Fréulein Lotte was pretty.

Friulein Lotte received her guests after the manner
of the Dalecarlians; that is to say, with pleasing cor-
diality. Siri immediately attached herself to the un-
fortunate patient, and soon chatted and laughed so
heartily with him, that Fraulein Lotte made large but
pleased eyes ; for the boy, or youth, was generally ex-
tremely embarrassed in company with strangers: he
excited the interest of all by his eyes, so full of ex-
pressions of feeling, and his suffering but patient ap-
pearance, which nevertheless now brightened up intoa
cheerful smile.

After having heartily refreshed and invigorated
themselves with the best of every thing that the land
could present, they then went to inspect Friulein

Lotte’s little estate and all its arrangements.

By-and-by, while sitting on the steps of her hopse,
looking towards the river side, she was relating to the
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Professor and his wife about her life in this dale, about
her labours and enjoyments, about her joy over Thee-
dore and her plans for the future, which had for its ob-
ject the adoption of several young people who were in
a similar situation to Theodore, and causing them, if
possible, to participate in the joys of life,—the young
people strolled to a high, closely situate porphyry-berg,
in order totake a view from thence of the going down of
the sun : then at the top they found stones on which
Olof’s connoisseur’s eye discerned crystals, agates, and
red and brown jaspers, which are frequently met with
in Elfdalen, and collectively have tbe porpbyry for
their main substance. Brigitta then called upon her
friends to sing something, and Olof responded to her
wish with the beautiful old Dalecarlian song :—
“In the charming on gay blooming flelds,
In Dai-land two streamlets so clear,” &e.

Walborg then sang the song of the moon, composed
by a Dalecarlian of the fair sex, and which young
maidens so gludly and beautifully sing; but on Bri-
gitta’s complaining of their selection of such melam-
choly airs, and desiring more cheerful ones, Siri sang
with a spirit and ardour such as to make the wood re.
echo :—

¢ Through chasm and mine
I will seek the rich ore :
The treasures which shine
In the old mountain’s store
Doth my phantasy swell—
They tempt me below.
And my glad sight shall glow
‘With wonders most rare,
"Twill cradle me there—
There will I dwell.”*

# ¢ The Miner,"’ by E. G. Geijer.

|
|
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- A slight thrill. ran through Olof as Siri was singing
the last strophes with all the power of inspiration, and
stamping the ground at the same time with her little
foot. With emotion and admiration he regarded the
young maiden as she stood there upon the mountain,
so light and yet so powerful with the fiery glance in
her dark blue eyes; and her light flaxen ringlets beam-
ing in the evening sun.

“ 8iri 1” said he, “you are born to be the wife of a
miner! ”

Siri, smiling, shook her head, and wd :

“Not of a miner, but . . . . of the miner’s king,
who would lead me into the heart of the mountains,
and let me there reign with him. Then would 1 do
nought else all the day long than sing, speak with the
dwarfs, guess their riddles, gather diamonds out of the
mines, and wander about in the great halls. That
would be splendid ! ”

““If it were but possible! ”’ replied Olof, laughing.
“Yet I prophesy, that if you once were to get into a
mountain, that is to say, into one of our mines, you
would very soon long to be back again upon the
earth.”’ .

Siri was silent, shook her head, and an expression of
melancholy quickly darkened her countenance.

e following day they were bathing in theriver in
Fraulein Lotte’s little bathing-house, and afterwards
made a tour on foot through the dale. Olof and Siri were
delighted and almost as wild as children. With thisit
happened that Olof all at once felt a violent pain in
one hand, and jestingly said he had gotten a “dwarf-
bite,” Such was the term applied by the common

K
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le to a pain suddenly felt in guy mamber of the
g:?, the cause of which is nat perceived.

Torthis Siri ohserved :

“Y know an antidotal apothegm ua\mt dwart-
bite, o that it shall not do any bagm.” .
" ¢ Indeed ? ” qaid Olof. I discover mare and more
that at bottom you have a sowmething of witchery in
you. It’sa fortunate thing that you are living in the
nineteenth cenfury. Howexer, do you wish to try your
craft upon me?”

¢ Yes!” answered Siri; “put you must Ppromijse tne
not to inform against me to the conaistory, not to laugh,
and to look at me full in the face.”

“These conditions are difficul¢t to fulfil, notwith-
standing I promise to try.”

Siri then took Olof’s hand hetween. hoth hers, looked
awhile fixedly and gravely in his eyes, then mshned
_over hishand, and said ;

¢ Dwarf and sprite! how long wilt thoa jump?
I bind thee under land, under strand !
There ahak thou be fixed in God’s hand 1™

Wich this the charm was concluded, yet Olof stood
along while after; still quite lost in thought and 4s'it
were spell-bound.

Unobserved by him and 8ifi, a palr of eyu, with
raven-black threatening looks, had meanwhile stealthily

“contemplated them from out the darkness of the wood.
Those eyes belonged to Willborg. '
In the evening Olof said to Bngma
# It is a décided fact thiat Bivi possesses a wonderful
: powcf irt her eyes; there i u a wmething in them which

ey :Q)!"'t‘
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is hereabout in the country called—becharming ot
bewitching.’ "’

¢ And what is that, pray? *’ asked Brigitta,

1t is asserted that there are persons who through
the power of a glance can so captivate a thing or
person that he geta up of himself or falls down impo-
tently. Thus they can ‘becharm’ men, animals, or
inanimate things, as, for instance—a clock, or a mif
to stand atill; a brook that it should cease to flow.
Plinius relates that women with such looks have been
found among our ancestors, the Scythiaus, and were
called ¢ Bithyae! 1 could not help thinking of them
to-day when Siri pronounced an antidotal apothegm
against my dwarf-bite—not that the sentence had been
particularly availing; but those are remarkable, almost
awfully charming eyes that she sometimes has.”

“My dear friend!” said Brigitta, “take care that
those eyes do not sometime or other spell-bind you in
earnest. Siri is a dangerous girl, yes more dangerous
than....”

“Ah! don’t be uneasy as far as I am eoncerned, my
best Brigitta,” interrupted Olof, somewhat sensitively.
# Siri may be as dangerous as she pleases; to me, how-
ever, she is not dangerous, that I can assure you. I
merely observe her; I comtemplate her, as I would &
curiosity, a phenomenon of nature....”

_ “Yes, to be sure, as for instance, & new species of
antique stone, or some Siraius or Cummius?” intere
rupted Brigitta, rallying,

“Yes, somewhere thereabouts!” said Olof, smiling
thoygh somewhat pigqued. at the idea that Brigitta
should look upon Siri as dangerous te him—to him, the
great traveller around the world, and much experienced

K2
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yoting indn, Whio ' inoreover was her chostn ‘monites
who might vather be tooked upon as somewhat dangesy
ous to her, und'ts whom she cuglit: tecessarily to loak
P, bethi - witly :affserion .qud profound- fespect.  Olof
would not by any means lissen 40 a s¢oret veice withia
bis' breass, which, jointly with Brigista; whispered to
hiw thas precisely’here - dunwu uhngeriot him o
ehepe. -

- And night came. and ﬂugm vell over the thouglm
akd impoessions of the dny .

——
.

"The next daytho jourtiey was slowly pursued to
‘Aasberg, where thevoad termindtes. They performed
long distances of the wild picturesque way on foot, and
inade themselves acquainted with the inhabitants of
the dale. The pesple of Elfdalen nb longer belong
the dwellers of Dalecarlia; they more resemble in ap-~
pearance the Turtars, Their eyes-are dbrownand fiery,
their complexion dark, their features ignoble. Here
one meets with beggars, and people in rags and tatters;
in the poorieh dwellings, uricleaniiness is prevailing.
‘But their langwage is-atill melotiions; and sweetly
‘soundifig ; --and nature ‘there iw.bemutiful, although
dlréady severer.. Birch and fir-woodsare pmloulimﬁ.
Leaved wood grows short and erippled.

* The travellers visited the*pprphipry-works, wlmo
*patfence seems to be'worn sut sgainst the bristle haad
“stotres, where the labourer premesursly grows old from
"fhie-dust 6f the glistering :.masterpicee, wromght by his
"hand: Tr'flre sfvernoon tlwy arvived.at: Ansherg. .Here
the riverforms:s lrge demizciscle’around the heauti-
"Rl Shusee Plave, whils (it Sruicful Belds, and: on.- its
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opposite side fisesa megnifieent. amphitheatra of - firg
woods, intereeptod -here. antl there , by bamug mouns
ub-m&, whiclmsh down,imto.the river. .,

“The ‘vebioles eould: pdt proceed. any: farther tm
heie. Our- traveliers traversed omufoot tlirough:
‘Prevty large-plact,atid Soyond - ity where| upon atmest
dow; a little chapel ds~erestiod of wood; solitaxy end
desolate, wherein several times in the year. dixine
setvice is held. ‘1 thedaxteritr of the chapel-aleoithe
appearance is no less desolate ;. reindsesrhonng. thsre
serve as candlesticks and chandeliers.

Madame Ingeborg, who was somewhat fatigued,
~wished to rest a while. in- the.chapal, while, the yppng
‘foiks proceeded in onder to find, out the * full end” of
‘the road. Her busband also stopped with ber. They
‘seated themselves wpon the stepp in frant of the chapel,
‘end soon & ceowd of -peaple from the place collected
around them, making all sorts of conjectures, and cone
templating-wich astenishment the venerable . preacher
und his beautiful lady, for very rare are the occasions
of travellers veaching eo far up in Dalecarlis, .

~The Professer amused himself. in: conversing with
1he ‘people about ‘hygond' ages, when Gustayus. Wasp,
“Gfting in his-attednpt of -inducing. the parishes about
e Biljs torevolt, fled with a half-despairing hears, to
these parts of ¢hégquntry, over the hills and the soki-
“tary woods, whick sepyrase the East gnd West Dalarns
“om vach wether, passing: the nights . in solitary
“warth<huss, which have bepn erected here and. thers for
Aonely. wamderers; qud-thus follewing : the , Westexn
‘Dilelfe in-its coubee throngh hourdiess snaw-coverad
-wostls, : ‘Comtimually-umore:dbeplats grew-the £ountyy,
“wver shore eildly rushivd slong. the sirenm, AYE. the
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stony ground, ever poorar and smeller bocanie thn
buman dwellings near its shores.. Already stoed Gus~
tavus at the foot of the Norwegian racka, which were
soon to separate him from his unbappy fatherland,
when, turning round, he hebeld in the Lima weod, the
expeditious skaters who were sent from Mara $o pre~
vail upon him to return, and to place himself at the
head of its people, who, as soon as the intelligence
had reached them of the massacre im Stackholma,
breathed forth no other wish than to fight and be re-+
venged. It was here Gustavus's fate was turned.

The Professor also spoke to the people, who were
gathering around him in continually increasing numbers,
sbout his learned and brave fellow-minister Daniel
Buscovius, in Elfdalen, who in the year 1644, at the
head of the students of Eifdalen and Mora, blocked up
the enemy near Serna, and thus peacefully conquered
that whole parish fox Sweden; and how  our Dawiel’’
as the people called him, on the day after the conquest
beld divine service in the chapel of Sexna, and by
baptism received a number of children into the Christiag
church, of whom many were already so- old as te be
pulling about the prayer-book, and tearing leaves onk
of it; and the Professor, to hia joy, .perceived that the
remembrance of his learned and hrave fallow-miniater
was still alive in the memory of the people of Elfdalan.
He then put several questiona tp them i refexence ar.
their knowledge of religion, and was them again o
their part examined, and ssked by them whether he
would notxasher be the * aonnsellor of theprenchass
namely, the “ Grandfather of Upsala himeelf¢ ** ...

Mean while the young people wamddred- round she
peninsula in the direction of Serna, where the river
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shveady flowed wider, and where the sun shone fowards
thve distant blue rocks. An awful, apprehensive life,
seemed to pass through nature here. It was still and
calin, batdense, tempestuous clouds, 14y gtoomily éver
the country, and through them the sun cast 1dng radiant
Yooks over the earth, and into the slow flowing water of
®he river; singular clouds and vapout forms fose be-
tween the mountains, bedts pierced bright shining
phaths through dark masses, veils lifted themselves up,
and in the depth beneath opened deautiful, glimmering
-«..such are the movements, such is the life in the
mysterious region to which love leads, the eatthly, as
weéll a8 the henvenly, in her flaming moments.

Olof and Siri, who were quick pedestrians, had soon
Tek Brigitta and Walborgt behind. They went, allured
Wy the undommert beauty of the way and of the passing
scenes, without thimking ary more about the “end of
the way” At length, however, they wete obliged to
tvink of returning, but determined first to wait for
Walborg and Brigitta, wear the river side. Here they
wtood dest il thie aspéct of the mugnificent deeline of
the sun; when Siri suddenly exclaimed : < Olof?* and
‘with therapidity of lightring sprang forward and pushed
afide. ' Olof feft'Himtself in the stme momeént made to
spin round—heé Ainmelf knew not by what; he heard &
vivlnt fall 'and 4 rustling, and saw, on turning routid,
Sirl lying on the ‘groumt 'under a firitrée, that’
fallen down from the steep sandy cliff, and whosedowr.
fall upon Olef, Birt had-averted by her interpesition.
As it happened, -only a part of the crown of the tree
had swept by over Olef's head ; bue®iri lay under thé
heinohes, ahd bledd profusedy from a désp dcratch in the
nesk. - Lo d e L .
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Baut only for 2 moment-did she lay thas; in the vévy
next she had already disengaged hetself,- and stood be-

fore-Olof, exclaiming with mingled joy and anxiety-:
- “Olof, bave you rectived wo burt? No, thank
heaven! I see that you are uninjured!’® :

“ Butyou, Biri, youare bleeding—and that on my se-
count!” exclaimed Olof, and tovk her inte his-arms.

i Ah!* that’s a mere scratch ! said Siri, passing
her hand to her neck; “I shall wash myself in the
river, and then it will soon be well again. Don’t be
uneasy. I am so delighted !”

But this moment became a dangerous one to Olof,
for as he was holding the laughing, bleeding, and yet
joyfully beaming girl in his arms, there met him—he
himself knew not what fragrant waft of youthful and
rapturous spirit of love which ran through his heart,
and through his blood into all his veins.

The strange fire of enchantment which surrounds
the fair daaghters of the Giants, of which the northern
legends speak, flamed forth from her and enchanted
his soul. Affected, enraptured, embarrassed, stood he
there, and inclined over his youthful deliverer, as if
wishful to drink the blood spilt on his account, and
drew her at the same time nearer and nearer to him-
self; but ductile as an eel, Siri wound herself out of
his embrace, jumped down near the water, dipped her
pocknt handkerchief into ‘it, and bathed and washed
her meck with it.

Olof followed her, and contemplated her mutely. He
cowld net spéak, scarcely think. An ocean of feelings
heaved ‘tempestuously in his’ breast, 8iri appeared
enchantingto him ; he could fave wished tohave been
the water that purled between her fingers; he could
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fajn bave been the bandkerchief that she ' laid
about -her neck, He could not tell himself what was
going on within him, Olof staod on the bourne of one
of these passions, which are the mere violent, and the
more dangerous, when grounded merely upon a blinsd
ingpiration. And when he came to think that the
charming wmaiden had bled for him, risked her life for
hir, then his heart beat more and more violently: and
with the pride of a higher being—oh no! of a weak..
mortal—he softly exclaimed, *she loves me! sheloves
me!”

“T should not wonder but you are studying some
phenomenon of nature, some cumulus or stratus ? Hem? ”
Brigitta was now heard to say, who softly and unob-
servedly had approached, while Walborg silently and
pale stood still a few paces further back.

¢ But, good heavens!”’ continued Brigitta, as she was
contemplating -Siri, “ wbat’s all this fresh piece of
work about? What has been the matter? What has
occurred here? Have you been ﬁghbng a duel, or
scuffling with bears? Or....

Siri set up such a hearty laughter about it, and then
related the little pceurrence with such alacrity and
ease, that Olof became both surprised and almost dis-
concerted, To him the world had undergone transfor-
mation within ten minptes.

“ But what astrange thing, to be sure,” said Brigitta,
scolding: “one can never leave Siri a moment out of
one’s sight, but she either endures neck-breaking
adventures, or the greatest peril of death., A litde
time ago you went down into, the depth of the earth, so
that you were-considered akeady dead and buried ; them
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you went down to the bottom of the ses,” 85 tha® ‘¥
thought you wonld never be séen tigain, and frow yéu'

let the wood fall upon you! What will be thie end of
all this? If these things don’ some day bring you to
Blaakulla, why then you have more luck than wit.”

“ And if certain people would think lees of stadying
curicsa and natural phenomena, and, on the ebntrary,
pay more attention to a poor, silly girl, it really wonld
mot be amiss at ail.”

Brigitta’s manner of scolding and jesting always had
a particularly animating effect upon Olof, and overcatne
him this time like a eold shower-bath, 80 that hé re-
covered to full donsciousness when, she gaily pur
sued:

“I just intended myself to present to you a phéno-
menon that [ have discovered myself—one that is giite
peculiar of its kind—a phenomenon that for seven years
long has boiled chocolate upon the cdt’s-bdck iw the
southern part of Stoekholm.  Come, where are you, livile
old womtan ?*

A gipsy-like woman, with fiery-browh. eyes, then
came forth: out of the bush, and was introduced by
Brigitts as the above-mentioned “phenomenon.”. The
remarkableness of her character, however, was, ou oloser
examination, found to be limited to this: that during &
long departure from Dalecarlia, she had been setvant

to a lady residing in that quarter of the city of Stotk«
holm called the Cat’s-back, and for seven years pre-
pared the chocolate for her; at present; she had found
her way to the travelleds to obeain some infwmddbn
her former mistrexs and famiby. .
s Followetl by this talkdative old womtan, lw-ywlg

Vol
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filks now retyned, in order to rajoin the seniors of the
travelling party. They found the Professor somewhat
impatient at their long loitering and stay.

Soon they were again mounted on their horses, and
seated in their cmrriages. Siri immediately began t»

to her aunt the following riddles for solution:

“ What wonderfal thing was that that she had seen
n the King’s castle, that for seven yeare long had been
boiling chocolate on the Cat’s-back, and wasat pruent
oooking gm- ia Elfdalen? ”

And

% What wouder above wonders was that which gees
dewa into the mountain and river, and drawsdown the
wood over it, and then rides away quite merrily on the

3 ”

Aad when it was guessed that the last wonder was
Sixi, and the Professor had learned what she had dome
for Olof, he weas so rejoiced, that he ordered the
exrriage to stop, called Siri to him, lifted her off the
horse, took her upon his knee, and paternsily em+
brated and blessed her. Madam Ingeborg beheld this
with tears in her eyes. Olof felt a great desire to
embrace his father; but Siri, a little alarmed, and
somewhat embarrassed, seemed merely anxious to get
out of the carriage, and upon her horse again.

“ That is e glorious girl 1"’ exelaimed the Prefessor
with warmth; “she can make the ice around her melt
not six, but twelve yards wide. If shre were my owa’
child, lcouldhndlytbmkmomo!her.”

“It is singular,” said the Profossor, a litde whﬂe
after, ‘‘ how ehance parries en iugano in the worid,
and brings together things and persons that bave, as it
were, no connexion with one another. 8iri, for instance,
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eriinds me semetimes quite involuntarily. of aiperpens,
# fun, whom I have-often: seen in my youth, (for:we
studied togethier,) and who then engdged nty interests
it was a certain Julius Wolff, who is dead now aiready
these many years. ‘Fhere is wsomething in her dyes
#rid \in her looks that is-verymuch dike him; andre
femarkable “incident-—he tiad -jtiet such & male about
the left eye as she has.” Co I
* ®This mam,” continued the Rrofessor, quite absarbed
in teminiscences, ¢ was a singolar character, orvaather
& singular ndtave, for character was precibely what -he
wanted. He svas a highlygified, interesting, fantas-
¥icul being, demoniac, enchanting, but dangexous, far
ke hed »iolent passions, but was destitute of all order
und steadimess. ¢ Gods siguifies Orderers,’ said the
uncient Herodotus, butthat man had made disorder
4is god, -and vadued life merely in his moments of pas-
‘wion and ecstesy. - At bottom he had a warm hesrt,
and exercised a greas.influtnce over men-and animals,
(just as dear Siri, who groestly resembies bim in_this
respect likewise,) by a sart.of ghostly magnetic attrac-
tlon, which is peculiar-to pertgin natyres. Ambitien
and arrogance brought him to his fall : he entered into
an engagement with & soguish .adwenturer, committed
& heinous crime against the laws; and~~fledthe coumtry.
it wag a great pity for the-max, and whea I thivh of
Him, and his wmany fine talents, amd the want of .cha
wacter which was .his yuin; I am veady to. say mith
Brigitta: ¢ The want of true powed it s which. gro-
dwoes wmost orils in the world’™ ....: » - | .5
“Witen the Prefessor had eded this nionclogue; all
‘- wo still i ek cartinge that one mighit hawe shougit
his auditors wore asleep. . 1Awid:if* fiat was :the. caeo,
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oy were ‘sovw very disasgnesably rowsed, for on a
violent jolt which.the e-nngc received in going dowl
ahill, both hinder:springs .broke, aed the .
sinme to sit quite comfbrtably on its hind wheels. | -

To the riders, however, this was by no means comy
foreable, and so much the more disagreeable now when.
they were so far distant from a place whence they
might have procured assistance, and could not pursue
their way in-the cariuge on the mountainous roads,
aithough the aprings were tied together again with
sopes. Added to this, it was more than ten o'clock
at might, and the cloaded sky rendered.it uncommonly
dark.. After some comsultations, it was resolved that
the Professor's coachman should drive the carriage to
the porphyry works, which was about three miles off
from the place where they then were, and that a pea-
sant youngster, who had followed them, and who was
well aoquainted with the parts here, should conduct
the travellers to a "hut in the woed, near an adjacent
perphyry quarry, where they could remain over night.
In the morping ‘the carrisge, after being repaired
again - in the prphyry -works, should come to fetch
them. .

‘Withs thig all mumﬂed and, carrying vmh thon
what they wanted'for the night, the company took the
road towards. the wood. . They had not, indeed,. gone

.maorve thau half am boun:when they came to a sort af
stable; which lay in the verymidss of mighty chasms and
stope quarvies. Eiove they wemt in, and as most of the
company were tired, they soon spread out their cloaks
‘and prooured for theanelvea restingeplaces as comve-
wient.ns possible, yet. notmtlmuull sorts of humoreus
-conveysations and laughtsrs. .. PN
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When 8iri was couched, the Professor softly rose
and spread his mantle over her, to protect her from the
cold night air, Siri observed this, seized the paternal
hand, and impressed a fiery warm kiss upon it. This
first token of attachment that he received from the be-
loved but shy maiden affected him deeply, and happy
in his heart he went to share the hard couch of his son.

Soon all was still in the hut, and the fir-trees of the
wood only seemed to rustle over the sleepera.

But one individual there was still in it who did net
sleep, and that was Madame Ingeborg. Tormenting
thoughta or perhaps also some bodily suffering kept
her awake. In an upright posture she sat there and
watched the breathings of the sleepers and the soft
rustling of the wood around and over her. But this
did not lull her to sleep. With continually increasing
feverish symptams her blood was in heated motion, and
more and more violently was the beating of her heart.

" Incapable of enduring any longer within, she softly
rose and ment out.

. Straight before her lay an open place, and she walked
slowly forwards, while she looked around her on the
porphyry-quarry, of which large pieces lay scattered
roupd about, and which in the nightly twilight assamed
fantastic and threatening forms of the of the

_ unshapely giants and drakes of the northern legends.

"It was a storm-pregnant summer’s pight, and the
thunder rolled hollow from the black clouds. But the

" gitoon had risen, and—the almanack may say what it

* will—it shone in the nights of the month of July; that
.18 to say, in the Jatter. part of it—quite visibly, and dd
.50, especially during this night, when brightly it
beamed forth out of the dark clouds.'
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The wood was guiet, and wafted forth a fragrance
such as is peculiar only to the fir-woods of the north.
The redolence of the south is a musty exhalation in
comparison with this fresh, sweet smelling waft. .

Gentle night-showers passed over Madame Ingeborg ;
the freshness of the wood breathed more powerfully on
her spirit.  Life rose before her in a high, melancholy
beauty with its, night-shades, its veil of mourning and
shroud of death; the pangs of her own heart resolved
themselvs, as it were, therein; and as the moonbeam
through the night, so did confidence in that powes,
that love that can see all things, sustain all things, and
reconcile afl things, pass through her soul. Ever
Yighter, ever freer, she walked forwards; but all at
once she started back struck by the gloomy sport of
shades that met her view. Straight before her at a
distance of about thirty paces, lay one of those woods
of which we have been speaking. The moon, which
now shome more brightly, illuminated its black-grey
barnt forms: death-sighs seemed to pass over from
thence. It was like a spectre-ule out of a desert, and
Madame Ingeborg felt very strange with it, but still
more strange and awful, when quite distinctly she per-
ceived a black shade gliding away between the ({:ead
trees. She discerned the form of a man, and that
form. , .. she fancied she knew, and there arose a thou-
sand associations—frightful recollections, as it were
out of the grave. The apparition then stood still, and
seemed to be looking in the direction of where she
stood. Like cdld steel it ran through her heart: its
pulsation stopped. Again the black form moved;
withdrew, and vanished like a shadow in the dead wood.

““¥ax it only » shadow, a fabric of my feverish
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fancy’s vision?” Such was Madame queborg':‘%
interrogation as she returned to the resting-place, with
her forehead and breast bedewed with cold dew that
proceeded neither from the clouds, nor from the earth.

Morning came, and with it the carriage likewise.
All was now life and motion; yet no genuine cheerful-
ness prevalled, Madame Ingeborg was visibly, unwell,
although she epdeavoured to conceal it; and kerhus-
band was uneasy on her account. This disconcerted
the rest, and the journey homeward was by far not so
lively as the journey hitherward. S8iri rode constantly
by the side of the carriage, and Olof gained little oppor-
tunity to eonverse with her. ~Brigitta’s observations,
and the cloud-formations, were the sole objects whick
still majntained 3 little cheerfilness in the company.
Every one seemed quite satisfied when they arrived at
home in Mora agaip, especially Brigitta, who greeted
her Adjupct with & cordiality which excluded every
possibility of confhsion of language;';but when she
wished to hear from him lamentationsabout her absence,
she anly heard encomiastic acclamations in hogour of
the fish-capture, and she bewaileg her unheard-of un-
bappy fate, to be obliged “to be jealous of pikes and
perches.” ) S

Siri, however, was visited with a serious mournfd}
ealamity, for her fawn, Durathor, had died during ket
absence; and, as it appeared, from sheer longing afiér
her.. Immediately after her departure it refused tp
take any more food; and on that very day they had
foupd it dead about the dinner-hour. Siri wept so
bitterly over it, that Lieutenant Lasse completely for-
got to speak about his elegie harmonique. o -

With Olof, Siri had now become quite différent:
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Olof found her, since that beautiful, wonderful evening
in Elfdalen, embarrassed, and—as it were—shy before
him. She evidently avoided him; and this mysterious
demeanour pained him deéply, and fanned up the dark
flaming fire in his heart. He lost sleep and peace of
mind, and burnt with desire for an explanation on her
part. A few evenings after the return to Mora, shortly
after the going down of the sun, and when the shades,
of night had already began to spread over the earth,
soft tones of a flute were conveyed by the wind to the
parsonage of Mura.

Impeded by an irresistible feeling, Olof went in the
direction whence they seemed to proceed. They issued
from the other side of the church, and thither Olof

roceeded with hasty steps. But the sounds had ceased
ong before he got out to the neck of land whereon the
church stood. Olof went forward to the church-yard.
The iron trellised gate stood towards this side upon the
jar; and Olof was just on the point of going through
it, when suddenly an ice-cold hand was laid upon his,
and Walborg, pale and grave as an angel of death,
stood before him on the other side of the wall, and
pointed towards the church. 1n the proteetion of her
shade a man sat upon a tombstone ; and upon her knees
before him, in his arms, on his breast, lay in most
affectionate devotion a young maiden. Her face was
not to he seen; but her light flaxen hair, her whole
figure, her dress, every thing betrayed .... what Wal
borg also softly pronounced.. .. Siri t”

For a moment Olof kept himself back ; in the next he
wished to rush forwards, but was held back by Lieu-
tenant, Lasse, and almost carried away by him with

L . %L
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force, and in a conditin that
traction of mind. o

v

Raei  tHE YUDGMENT. )
- Dank bumed the lights in the rogn of the Professor,
mben, late. in the night, the family were assembled
.thepe.. . 1t wag visible in .the coubtenances of the se-
ivetal members of the same, that a serious conswitatién
was at work. Madame Ingeborg sat by the side of her
‘huaband, and ber countenance was overcast almibst by
& paleneas of death, while her jooks were directed, foil
of anguish, on the door. Nondenwall seemed to have
exgrted himself in. putting on an air of composure : his
‘vojce was calh ;—in bis entire demeanour lay resolute
gravity; but he bitser feutute 1n his counténance now
bare the. trace of deep pain, which & c nsolatory hope
aeemed innind!lirounto'diipel. SR e
' Brigitta's peor li¢de eyes were red and swolleéh, as-if
from excessive wéeping—thote of ‘Walborg were dry:
she sat there pale and apparently told. - (’;gof 'stood at
ithe window with sunkenhead, ¥nd*coveréd his face
with bis hands; & more bitter féélig' crossed his soul
than he would betray to any homan' Beifig ! ‘the rest
had turned their eyes’towards the door: " 1" L
And now light and quick foomsteps’ were "héard’ Féah
without. Thé door was opened, and Siri enteted with
Acountensece whick wits Tadicitive of an sgitated but
yet daring state of mind. M
. Uncle bas ewmooned mé to appest Hite; sk} ahe,
looking around, -and wifed; with an "affecked | hile’:

Alagt bowdered op -
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#But here, 1 declare, things lock remarkably strange
and solemn—for all the world like a court of judg-
ment!” .
¢ And suchindeed it is,” said the Professor ; “ but,”
continved - he; and his warm apen heart manifested
itself in his looks dnd voice, “ I should not have sum-
moned you to appear hefore it,—if I had mlwped
yon....nfmuyoonllwmnotconnued,
you . .’ . mychild.. . . .. can not-only vindicate, but
alno justify yourself wikh reprd to the acousations M\i
against you."” Lol
© 1. What-aoouestions ? ” asked:Biri, exerting:herself
toappearuncencemnd; while she, howover; by seeking
for same mpport. betrayed an opposite feeling, '
+ “You have,”. praceedad the Rrefessory in.‘the same
mild but deeply penetrating- tane: * Yo have been
seen at & late hour this evening with some dwranger—
aman . .. . you have beea segn fnr hissarms} awd 4t
i# said that this has not been. the first time o‘:your
meeting with that man. Is that the casa??’. : . .
“Who is the aocuser. that said ap:? -h-dﬂin,and
mtatbreatemn‘loqkuomdhm s
“'No matier whe it is,” answered Nurdu-ll ~y
tell you what has beennpomd.md ash ynvnee
more,nthnnmc?" L - -
"After a8 moment of- M Sink: IMM
effort, but. nmlnu.\y;-—'
. “Yﬂl” .
A:huddenng :hmh M dnugh &owhlouo
sembly
. “Who is the man 2" MNM R
 “That I cannot say,” snswered 8é
“Why do you hold secret conference vnth Inm!"
L 2
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{nqtumd the Profguor, and his voice \n an b0 Ihmno
a tooe of severity, and his intertogations became more
. nd-ce rapid and violent. Siri said,—
" ¢ Nor:can I.make any reply to this queltum.”
{ Why do.yon muke a secret of the matter 1™ .
,d "Bmm.[ am oh]lged to do so.”'
s Whmfm t n A " . .
Sm was silent. .
1 Whetefore are. you obhged io do -o‘l-Answe(,

“Im—lwﬁdnqt!” Lid
¢ #8iri}”"~—(threatening)—*Siri] "—(moved)—“
A never could have anticipated from my penitent tow:‘r.z
her confessor,’’

Siri was silent—she dried, however, l:er forehesﬂ
_with her hand.

« 8iri1” asked the Professor, “do you Wish to by

Alone with me 1.
“Nol....no! Ishould say nought diffefent
fram what I now say.”
“ You confess yourself therefore guilty ?”
. “No; I am ingocent!” ’
. “ Innocent !—Say somethmg that can prove xt"
“] cannot!”
“ Innocent!® continued the Professor in an mgry
tone; “innocence that holds secret meetings with
man—which canceals itaelf before relatives and
friends, and then refuses to give an explanadon for
guach an innocence I don’t give much.”
,.And yet I am innocent! Heaven knows t'hat I ot
sq!” gxchuned Biri, with an expreasion of fruth,
vlnch sent a ray of hope into the hearts of tlmk who
loved her.
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. Do youlove that man?*’ asked No;deqwnll mln.
In a low, but deep’ heartfelt’ tone,  *
" Siri answered, “ Yes!” v
* And he loves you?”
“Yes, butnot . .. . motas'. .
¢ Cannot he then quite honestly ¢one to-ydar family
and say s0?” exclaiméd the Professor.”’ “Hhs he
committed some crime that he acts so sééretly, fhat in
concexment, and in darkness, he allures her whom
he loves to himself; feartess of her reputation and her
happiness?’’
¥ cannot, 1 cannot make any reply?”  Siri vmmg
her hands, and looked unhappy; “ but;,” she added,
“do not think any thing bad of him, do not think
‘him guilty of any thing that is bad ! Heis unhaypy,
and . ... s0am J too.”
“Girl! girl!” said the Professor, “ the cuse has's
bad look with it for you !’
. He was silent for a while, and all the rést were
silent likewise. At Iength he resumed his s‘peech
“ Will you promise never to see the man again, ot at
least never see him any more privately and secretly,”
Siri was silent. The Professor was obliged to repeat
the question. At length Siri answered: .
“No! that I canmot promise.”
“You cannot ?”’
" No (A4
" “Not if T command you to do so? " *
“No! notif all the kings in the world command mé
not sa do so! No!  Tastorm, in rain, in cold, in the
night, in the depth of the earth, in Dell itdelf, where he
ever is, I must come to him, were even infamy, ev!ﬁ
death itself to be my lot!” ~ ’

v
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; * *0;good hegven |’ gaid.Madame Ingebarg, ina, law
teu, and presaeil. ben hand, to her heart, .

“Unhappy ohild }” thundered the Professor violently,
starting up frem his chair, \“are you indeed aware
wivat you say? Asze you-fallen, so irrecoverably fal- .
len- ... . ( .Cam you dare te efy the Deity, since you
Aespcrate the:zesting-place of the dead t Do you not
fuel, then, that you are unworthy fo stay in this bouse,
that you must be csst out of the heme that received
you, that you are unworthy to lie another night under
the same roof with those whom you have so cruelly
deceived 1 ..

“Xsghall ....goaway!” said Siri, in a low voice,
but with a look,of such touching expression, so com-
fortlass, as to pierce the very beart of her judge.
* % Yes, you must go!” exelaimed he, violently. “if
you persist in your defyua‘ obmmcy. you must go out
of my house, but, in the meantime, you shall tread
wpon me, as at this pmeut wmoment you have t.rampled
upon me, as a father and instructor, Within the doox
of my house will I lie before your feet, and conjure you
to have compassion on your own soul and mige, which,
meither now nor hereafter, will have peace when
yours is lost. Go, go, go! But. you shall not go any
where whither I shall not follow you. If you are not
afraid of night, and storm, and of hell, neither am I to
wrest thee from it. Nevershall you have peace before
me, as you now.reb it from my heart and from my
family, Ungrateful one, go ! and with a curse retaliate
the blessing which you have received 1*

He thrust her from him, and was about to retire, but
8iri fell at his foat, ombnced lulknm and qnu:enu:d.

- with toiess -

1 .
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- WO, veject ‘me-rivtt’ 1 ohell hos, T will not go!
Repel me not! Deem me not whgrateful, believe me
not guilty; Iam not so: Lobk upen e, my fosterfather
my preceptor.” Do I then look ke swech a very bad.
being, such a gpirit of the netberinost'regions? Believs
me, I am only unhappy, and you will owe day discover
it; and, slthough perliaps wot Here upew earth; yst
hereafter, asduredly, in the light of heaven. - Will yieu
not believe me, and you all, who ave been s0 affeation:
ately dispised towsrds me?” And Bini rose, and
entreatingly stretched forth her hande to all these whe
were present in the room.  And the hearts of all beat
with sympathy for her.
Again ihenn‘neduthel’role-mududr

. “Have you riot observed during sur interviews, my
reverend master, that I was eagerly seeking after teuth,
that your instruction was desy to me, and that there
was a something dwelling: in me that was not reject.
sble. Can you believe that these sre lies? You them
thought something of me, and now . . . . is it possible
that I should all at onee have become unworthy ef
being your little Siri, your dear girl1"

. These fondlitig appeliations, which the Professor
had frequently so plemsantly applied to Siri, now
touched his heart. He tumed aside. Afterawhile, he
said, in a mflder tone, indicative, however, of the
excited state of his feelings

*Siri, I will believe that: you are innocent; provid-

ing you do not voluntarily decsive us. But you are
deceived ; thus maeh appears cevtain to me, And that
you persist in taking your destiny intoyour own bands
in' defiance 1o the anguish ‘and the entreasies of those
whom heaven has given you for your pareats, in:de-
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%mm iliotb& ia ightend; s - phat ingrifiiinl

Bble.Y. . r s e T et a0 yas1sbiL e
\Sigi,bawed. b&nheadmd,mm fw 1t g 9
1% Pe.you, pepwsty,:then, in bt whith joh thave s

pressed and in your purposes?®’ ontemasse. imquired
thclfmfm P A I EORCIPTARTI| PR

“Ye-. 1 mm!"nmduhe.m ISR P

«Thep X muat. tell yony’consinyed his; fdhme ¥ on-
nok allow yeugo appavach .the ~Tahle; of sheLord il
yny,hgxp,m gyery- vespaot, claared:youtsel froni - dee -
darkaess, Which BOW ressa oNen. you, or-tilbby cenfess
sioy and penisence yo\t Iwre n-dened MM’
of forgigenness.”’ . Coe .

1 This seemed. lxtumo)y p.uxful to- Sird. . I!uto, m :
mgplpnngly, she atrgtehed fovth her. folded -hands' ¢
the serious instructor, and then covered her fate. -

“Aad since you- huve lost -our comfidemce,” con-
tinugd the Profegsor,severgly, “and since I.qm pes-
sponsible for you before God and men,.so~~1 tell .you -
befoxehmd... .yowwdkooru v0:his in fnmn--to be
watched.”

Siri quickly looked up . .

% Apd who is to watch me? who. ik to’ become Ihe
pusonez 's kegper-1" said uhepbil‘terly,mi the sptm
of defiance seemed to rise again in her.

L I1" said Qlof-atepping ffeardy-* I, if my l'lﬂm-
will allow it” )

#Sa be.it,” s said she.. Prd‘unr - “Y-u shall be
responsible to me for hen'* .- 1

Siri slowly turned bﬂtéya upon M bllt homhy
mgr.be; dark lophay © L 0 Sevw e 7

Q,lp,c thep is my keaperd V- conu-ud .h-.e“md ¢ 4
lm prisoner. But my judge is none’otherubut Gosx'
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. Botpon set!” added shjwidid Mugh-of witdneds,'
bordering on frenzy, “now I am in a similar chse* with?
the girl that was pluved- wnder' the  judgment sedt of
God’ - amil ‘kiker ery ¥ dan immenr, bat-do 1ot 'wish
tolivesmydomgerth - . Fog g e - ek 093

And with these words she mhed, in violem excite-"
ment, out of the room. 'Olof folowed her, - -

-About ahundred-paces s she distanee of fhie $ilja
Litke from the pmrsohage-of Mova. A- green field,"
sesbtily. plaitediover with'.young treds, composes ehe'
baglt;and adtoss this: lictke fietd, Birl how’ hastented’
foywaed - with wild -flowing trésses, ‘towards the lake.
She sprang, as if she wished to plunge itito tire cvol
sweam. .But o the strund of it, she was' caught
up by a pair of mm,whlw hedd l-m bst She looh&
round : it wasOlof: .

Js it your-my kupeﬂ" wtid |l|e, b?ttéﬂy, you
keop a-pretty sharp.look oat vpdn ym pritoner. l‘.et
me go; I hateyoul" :

.4 | knew that,” nﬁ()hl,"i&non itnowt’hatyou
do not love me; but that - you hate me is cruel.”*

There was in Olof’s voice a tene of such noble, such
doep-felt grief, that it evem at this moment madé an
nmpumoo uSm. Mddm but. aensitlvely, she avked '

B Why have! yon nhn mn you to beeome my
keeper?”’

- That, yew tay knoi"! answeved he,’ that you
have always a friend attending you——a frfend, who wilt’*
euardave Jouy althisngie yonedove. anvilier.” - '

“You wish to be my friend and nvy keeper at ‘ond"
agd phe same time 1.4 sid Siri. “nd it l waw:o '
dwnnuu R SR
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| e Yaudurenot! ” seil Olsfpntidiustly and
looking at her; “ I don't know howis ts; Sy duerd
cannot think aughtibad efsyot. - Tiers is dissrhetti
of-inwocesoe alous: your furcherdund ihiyour: éyes
Ithat canuotdeceive me.” What reasost cansitidaes you to
wit a8 you oy I cannes unsderstaged ¢ .butione shing: 1
bnow, and that is,akiat § am. determritied’ ter. protwst
*’oujnddunﬁul have mpmal 0 bun-um

wilich overiyem.'*, . I oo
- “That’s the reason, Olof 4 Yon area’ ﬂle-i. ® |
shall not:deceive you.!”

. “You have done so after all | ¥ dmugh&OlM. mﬁm
himsel, “or, more correctly, I have deeeived myself,
when [ fancied....ah! abaurdisy! absurdityi'’ -and
Olof suppressed a tear in hiseye. His first love, hia
happy dream, his youthful imagination, were aiso
crushed. But the stars of heaven have never glitsered
9ver a more innecent, youdxﬁxlloul, than at that mo-
ment over Olof’s.
; -“ My head bwug:and dekowrs so violently,” said
Siri, laying herself on her knees by the shere; * take
some water in your band, Olof, and moisten my fore-
hni.

- He did so.

 Ah, that is delightful 1’ said Sm, “ that Jmfedl
as if you were pouring moonlight, mild, serene moen-
light, over me. Your friendship it is, Olof, that gives
such a mild effsot to the water. I thnkyon,gnd
Olof "

“ Yes, my friendship is moonl:ght, but the lm of
another is sunshine,” thought Olof, yet somewhat

- bitwewlys .
“Olof,” said Siri, seriously, after baving cqlleqed
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driwenif -lllum‘“daymiur w—-—uw night I
snss seehim sgaind !, ..
. Clok falt as if Hmwmmpm Vo
1w ¥ saneté”’ repeated Biri, “do you hears my own
life's bappiness; and: that of -others, depend wpon it. 1
snust. see him and speak to him, but for the last time
“forr.x Jomg while-to come.. At Tingesniis® I must-have
= renhkoseus with him g Lhm.iven-ymwdo
so. They may hinder it by shutting me up,.but-then
i shall tayn frantio 1’
. ¢ 1 shall accompany you!" lmd Olof, bnaﬂyb
+ “But.you....you dave not.. .’
. “1 eonprehnd" interrapted Olof, “1 dase not
ebmie nigh, I dare not hear....very well! 1 promise
‘you—-for that time, to keep back at some distance, as
jong as I hn-v-youin t‘gn,but if ¥ lose sight of you,
then....”
+ ¢ You shall see ma, I do mot wish uﬂeo.of hide
myself from you. Heaven grant that I may be able to
sell yon all, and exhihit myself to yom as J awm inwardly,
in my heart.”

There was an expression of truth and innocenge in
thes¢ words of Siri, which at this moment overcame
gl suspicions, all doubts, in Olof’s heart, Fraternally
e laid his; arm round $iri's waiat, Siri rested her head
on his shoulder. Whoever had seen them wander thua
tewards the parsonage, so young, 8o beautiful, so united,
could scarcely have saticipated that they now felt
themselves separated from each other for etermal
g, . . . : ‘

'

* A neck of land studded with ﬂ:»tnu. near the effux of
the Dalelfe intd the Sit)s. .
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1 Qlof eacarted Siri inte. her chamber, and was,an W
pomof eaving her, when the. door.was violentlysens
open, and Madame. Ingeborg. entered, apparently jn A

& h;ghly excited. state. of mind.-. She.went -uyﬁu
ém, fJasped .ber, poxarfnl)y to, her. breast, and said :

“My gisl]my childt Eor heaven’s sake, for yourrrs
q?t my. sake,. conuder, ctuwderl Your mother.uyv:
¥aq agce obstinste.as yonarea fancied berself innogeaut
and strong, as you do, and_did—what she had bittecly
ty.repent.of all the days.of her life! .¥onr.metheg, i «
Heaven forgive me!——1 hardly know what. L. amy
talking about; but if.you donot wish. to kill we,;qhen
—do not make yourself unhappy!”

Siri mound herself ous of ‘her arms, which, lud,hcld
her convulsively clasped, and staod still a distawesef;
gfeyv paces from Madame kugeborg ; pale, sileat, and
fixing a dark inquiring look on her. : oy e

- Have you not 8 wosd. ..nougood 'wd~. ..upt
a smgle, smglp word of comfort to nva med’” 'M
the latter, with a lleaxx,-rend.um expression..

Siri was silent. Sbe.was-as if. transformed M
marble, . | .

“Oh, dear heayen!” said. Mad'me In;ahou. lookv
ing at-the mute girl for another moment, entreatingly,
and full of anguish, then ulently wrung ber budq.
and—went away. . .

“Siri, you are ternble!" OM'. tegudmg l!-

ghtgd, and, almost Bh“ddﬁm © o SHOIS
am under God’s judgment, 3 uld Sm,dtm
‘“and none other but kim has-the right to judge me,
Lgaye.me now, Olof, to-mexrow night about: this-baur,
1 Sbljl,ﬁxpﬁctyﬂﬂ pnt{hq m" N LoaQs e Pavaw
JAnd saying this, she turned away. Olof weghamith
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MY 6rd “in ‘Yhe ‘most’ viokint tomimotion, ahd. With
$60rel Yage at i power, which he félt the strange girl
é&xérciged dverhim.  On comirg down stairs and pass-'
g by tHe ‘door of hi# stépmether, e wis powerfully
drawh'to go 'to see her, and have a Fittle interview
with'her 7 softly he openied the door. She was ‘sittin
within’afone, silent; the most profound grief depictég
oriher counteiianes, and her hands pressed against hef
- Olof advanced' towards her, fell on his knee beforg
MeF, andwildr ot
C%My mother, spedk—speak to me. ‘I cannot endure’
to see you in this state.” ’

' Madame Ingeborg took his head between her hands,
1dekéd long into his large fiery eyes, and said : '
o081 #f hetven has demied me a daughter, it has
yet given me a son!” '
1 Bhe kissed the forehead of the youth, and looked
agnin into his eyes, long and impressively, as if she
were reading in the deepest recesses of his soul. She

then pressed his head softly to her, and said :

“We must endure, my son, we must bear it? It
canfiot be helped. 'You shall assist me.”

And near the heurt of the mother peace suffused
itself over the soul" of the youth. He felt his spirits
suddenly strengthened and invigorated. He felt him-
s&f understood—and felt-himeelf Toved by hér. They
spoke no more ; but bemitiful and exalted was that’
hour to both. ' '

My the following night a fittle boat glided over the
waves of the Silja, from the banks of Mora, across to'
the' edkt of 1ahd of Tingenns, which with' Jes bhaik
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fir-trees darkly extended into- the silvery clear moony
illumined lake. 8ilent were the oars which cut through
the calm mirror of the lake; silent and psle were the
two young people who were sitting opposite each
other in the boat, with downcast dark looks.

An hour later the same boat glided back over the
lake from Tingesnis to the shore of Mora. And the
two young people, who were-sitting as it were, aa he-
fore, silent and pale as the shades of the ancient Hades,
‘When they were <onweyed ‘to j‘n&gm-t o hqﬂn
waves of the Styx.

‘. . . . :



 MISCELLANIES.

" -Fue dellowing duy 8iri lay in « buraiog fever. She
fell into a short, but violent, illness, which made her
family to be apprehensive of her life, but collected
them affectionately around her sick-bed. For several
days past her mind was in a high-wrought wandering
state, and would then frequently repeat those wordss
“I lay under God’s judgment!” But there was a
serenity, sometimes a heart-touching joy resting over
her countenance, which more than any thing else con-
firmed the belief in her innocence, and flung a grateful
veil over the last past scenes. To this must be added,
that Siri, during her illness, and when the dangers of
the same ‘were overpast, appeared quite a changed
character. Now she was mild, affectionately kind, and
grateful, for the least service rendered, for the most
trivial proof of solicitude about her. Never had she
been more amiable; hereby all constraint involuntarily
vanished ; all mild sympathies were awakened; but
Joy had disappeared from the family.

“T cannot conceive what it is that isgoing on witl-
in me,” said Brigitta, one day. 1 feel so strange,
so dejected. My soul really lies then quite upset. 1
must cheer myself a little with my Adjunct. Bat the
misfortune is, that when he looks at me with his hunest,
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inmocent eye, 1 am quite put out of my jesting key.
How, indeed, isany being in this world of unhappines
to find any exhilaration? Even you, Lasse, appeer
to me quite soft, just like a boiled haddock or salmon
soaked in water.”

But-just then came the Adjunct, walking up with an
uncommon good-humoured and animated counténance,
and approaching Brigitta, who eaid :

“Well, thatis apropos, indeed, tolook as plexsed as a

inviter, (i. e., a man going round to invite toa
wedding, when all the family is mournful and down-
cast.) I cannot endure it any longer in this world,
Godelius! I will shakeit off altogether. I feel thatI
shall have to go to a convent. 1 shall become Sancta
Brigitta the Second !

“Then you must first have eight little children, my
dear little Britta,” said the Adjunct, humorondy
smiling

“Well, I do declare, that really is too bad,” ex-
claimed Brigitta, “ to make such ridicule of the feel-
ings of a human being. And who has asked you to
call me, ‘Britta?’ My name is not Britta! I flatter
myself with calling myself Brigitta. Iam much obliged
to you for Britta; and wish, least of all, to be your
Britta,~do you hear that? I shall break off from you
sltogether, Godelius! I wish tobeanum. I am going
into @ convent. Yes, most assuredly !

“Well, to be sure, how good-humoured may listle
woman is to-day.”

“Little woman! Am I your little worpan ¢ If you
tell me sny flim-flam, why....you may depend the
consoguences will be dreadful! But naw I do n't wish
te have any thing to say to you. I now want to be off
into a cloister!” .



u-mmmnﬁ. "7

-+t Fhas youmay de, my hespt'sschlld . esid the
#djunas with. the utmest compomsre; “if you only first
ewd thistetter,.and tel me how I mn to-act with it.™
Amd saying: shis he.-handed &letter to ‘Brigitoe, which
contained the intelligence that he had been nowinasted
Jecturer of the Geeck .and - Hebmw languages to the
Gymanasiumof- Westerans, acrompanied with the dosive
of his entering upon his situation this present autume
On: Beigiva . bavieg resd this letter she elapped her
hands togeshor, and sids ..

-4 And you aak e what you ave to do! Heunnh-

semlly endowed :you -with an imdnense deal of sense
Jaslebe-any thing to.ask. abeuthere? Acoept it, ¥
aay; Begeptit with hands.and feet; accept it im every
shape and form; I will assist you, you lectuver of
Miesmeans;-and: L 'wil), be.your-adjumct, your tutor. [
shall -seonges justan quidk andextyacndinary. expers.in
Greek and Hebrew as I am in Latin. Oh, you and {
will sdon; sebup;a qitefesaor’s ipstitued tegether.’”

-Andi: Brigitta' datced about for delight. with. her
lanky. Adjinct,> whe resisting, obsetved:

#. Bat Rshennghtyouwanted togointe theconmﬂ v

“ Yen, I shall conmider sbut that by and dy. At
prosent 4 hxve wo time to think about it: At present
I have sotthibk sbout your lecmednp, your change of
residenec; yomeresteblishinent there, and.. ..’

“And sbout ‘our wddu‘-l " added the Adwnu,
mchly.smiling.

“Yes, to be sure, and about our wedding—nent
spring ; for before that time I dext’t intend g0 be married.
Don’s look se very sad, my deas, little, old fellow-—I
shall tell you the whole of my-plan; but at presems:{
am so delighted, that [ havene time to think eitheref

' .
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it, or of mygelf. = Just before | wasastheavy as.a réven,
and néw 1 am as light and happy.as a lark.: Amdisa
must you be with me. . Heaven keep us !, what a leng
face! Is that the look of a lark, think you.? . Heaven
keep me from such alark’a physiognomy ! Ah- ¢bank
goodness, now it hegins to brighten up a little! That's
right! Ah, Godelius! how good and gracious euc
. Heavenly Father is, ishe not? "

“That he is—that he is!. But you, Briguta. you
are bad! Why do you not wish to be married the
coming spring already, and come with me...." .

“That I will tell you, my dear little old man! The
reason is, hecause I—you see that I cast dows my
eyes—because I am wanted in the family, -Aunt.wams
me, Siri wants me, and ] dare not leave them since, .. "

¢ But I—I want you too, Brigitta, and you ere my
espoused wife; and it is written in the Bible, the wife
is to leave all, and follow her husband.”

“Oh, indeed ! how cunningly you learned folke mis-.
quote the words of Scripture. It does not stand written
in the Bible as you say, but there it stands: ‘A man
shall leave his father and his mother, and cleave unso
his wife.! That is just as it stands there. Be so0 good
and refer to your Bible in Genesis, the 2d chapter.
But, listen to me now, Godelius, and exercise your
wits. The state of the family here is any thiag bLut
good ; that you will perceive as well as I do-y and [ feel
that sooner or later some great calamity will be the.
issue. I cannotleave my heavenly aunt, and my little
Siri—that detestable girl—in that awful state ¢f mind
and confusion, which at present prevails hepe.- . I must
first see things clear up again, and must do my uturom
towards the accomplishment of this snd.”
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¢ Meanwhile, however, I shall sew and prepare a
nmmber of things for our house-keeping, and against
spring . . . Why, then I fancy that things will in some
way or other have gotten a little settled again here ;
and that [ shall then be able to leave them with a
better conscience. In the meantime I shall accorpany
you in the autumn to Westeraas ; for I must see what
sort of a position you are going to occupy there; and T
intend to harangue the bishop and the consistory of
the place; and, perhaps, if I take it into my head, the
whole body of gymnasiasts, complimenting them on
their excellent choice, and that they might get
-thoroughly to understand what a famous clever fellow
you ere, and what a pearl of a wife you have got.
Then I must look out too for a lodging for you over
the winter, and a house for us against the spring. Ah,
Godelius ! it wust only be a small one of three rooms ;
for your aged mother must have one of them, or else
we should have enough of two—three rooms and a
kitehen towards the sun-side, and a little garden, if it
be ever so small, where you may sit in the fresh air
beneath the shades of green trees, and smoke your
pipe; and when I can rear a few flowers and a little
vegetables for family use . . . .

“ Hear, Brigitta!’’ exclaimed the Adjunct, as if
struck. by a sudden thought, * hear what I am going to
tell you! We shall get married in autumn, and—
we'll take Siri with us into our new home. She must
get away from here ; aud when she is once awdy, every
thing will be peacesble again in the family—that will
be the best thing for al.”” )

Brigitta stood there quite amazed.

“This much is certain,” said she at length, “ that

M2
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you sometimes get hold of ideas, of whioh I bolieve you
draw dawn'frem the moon, or rather .from the sun, for
they are really haminous: and the mere I think abous
this ong, the mars clearly do I perceive it to bo—the
wigest and very best that one could think of Now-fer
this, your kind consideration of Biri, I must give you
akisal Of course it will be attended with some trens-
ble and labour to get every thing in order so quickly ;
but if every thing will not be quite in order, why then
it must remain unfinished; but the thing must be
wmade practicable, for it is so very excellent, Give me
your hand, my dear little old fellow! 1§8id will . . .
then it shali be as you wish.” .

The Adjunot jumped up delighted, and looked-—met
exactly like a lark, but yet, as the happiest man under
the sun. Meanwhile Brigitta and he determined that
not until Siri is perfectly recovered, should their pro-
posal be communicated to this and the whole family.

On Siri being on the way of recovery, joy again
began to raise its wings in the family of Mora ; exeited
thereto by Brigitta and ber brother : the latter, who,
during Siri’s illness, hardly ever lef her room, had
completely lost his good humour; and in fact to
such a degree, that he never once sang his favourite
air in weal and woe. But scarcely was the crisis
of danger turmed, and Walborg again seen among
the rest, when Lasse put on his sister’s nightosp,
hung ber about him, sqyueezed himself into a sofa-
corner, and lsmented, -

“1 dow't know what is the mateer with me, I fesl s0
strange. Most gracious Walborg! deign:to cast bet
one look upon me—I am certainly very dangessusjy
ill... I bave either the galloping consumptionor . ..
the ague!”
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With this the pretended patient burst out into a
wlolent laughter, of which he again declared that it was
u very dangerous symptom-—that it proceeded from a
“tiraghing-fit,” and that it necessarily called for Wal-
borg’s particular attention and care. Walborg, how-
ever, smiled, proposed several medicaments, of which
Lieut. Lasse declared that they were perfectly inappli-
«<tble, and left him without the slightest sympathy.

Certain toe it is, that nothing in the case of Lieut.
Lasse called forth this feeling, and least of all his love ;
€or that was a sort of farce with which he entertained
himself and others ; he manifested the same by quib-
bles, by violet bouquets, with dancing with the most
yathetic pas des basques, and one could not help laugh-
ing most heartily ; and Walborg, no doubt, amused
dimself a little, but was not in the least affected by
a feeling that obviously wore an aspect of little
heartiness.

While Lieut. Lasse was dancing and sighing, and
the rest laughing, Olof went about silent and gloomy;
rambled about woods and fields in quest of petrifac-
tions, and reading of “ Plutarch,” in order to invi-
gorate, steel, and fortify his mind. And when he felt
too melancholy, too heavy-hearted, he then sought
peace on the bosom of his mother, and pressed her
haads to his forehead and his breast: never yet had
she been 80 dear, so precious to him.

But Madame Ingeborg toc was now no longer the
same she was before : her brisk lively spirit of activity
was gome.  Bither she went about, mpdled by some
painful disquietude, d was m Mmg
‘glooeny veveries. .
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. /One afternoon she stood at the windaw of the sttting-
raem, which bas the prospect towards .the Silja-lake,
and contemplated a huge black cloud which was rising
oyer it, and seemed to extend a pair of giant-long arms
towards Mora. Gloomy images rose more and mare
. pawerfully in ber mind,—when at that moment she felt
herself gently embraced by her busband, who in a mild
voice inquired,— .
 What is it that renders the conntenance of my desr
_iittle woman 30 gloomy, and takes awsy all her lively
_spirits ?—The girl, I suppose, is it notso? But my
‘dear Ingeborg must not allow her spirits to sink thus.
 Have we not agreed between us how we would receive
.the matter, and that we would no more brood over the
past? And does not Siri’s present. state of mind pro-
mise us every possible good for the future ?°* )
. % Ah, Gustavus!”’ answered Madame Ingeborg, “ I
do not know how it is, but I can give no place for any
hope in this case. Since that dreadful day I feel as if
1 had some heavy weights pressing upon my breast.
‘Do you see that cloud yonder which is moving up =0
threateningly towards us?—Since that time I con-
stantly see such a cloud impending over us; and an
_auspicious foreboding never leaves me.”

* And what if a cloud does rise over us, and if it even
come down upon us . . . . what is there then thatis 20
dangerously appalling ?—Have we not passed through
80 many trials together many a day of heavy affliction,
many a bitter sorrow: and do we not still stand here

.together, heart to heart as on our wedding-day?—
Clouds? my good spirited, free hearted wife, must nqt
allow herself to be disquieted by clouds now any mgxe
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#hiin Befotd. “Let us only kedp p our spitits and not
trouble ourselves about thvedtening clouds, and’ ﬂle'n
ynu will see that all will pass over.”” '

‘- Madame Ingeborg was sileht—a’ violent conflict was
passing within her breast; but her husband did not ‘ob-
serve it, for in his; too, all was not tranqml. After a
while he safd,— e

* I was sorry, very sorry for the girl, that ¥ confess.
T wae very fond of her, and I . . had confidence in her.
* And she—has deceived me,—she as tmany others. This
expeﬂenee was painful . . . . I have so often had
faith in'men, and have so often been deceived, that
without the grace of my Lord, my mind would perhaps
be—embittered. Bnt in his goodness he gave me a
friend,~—a human soul in which I can repose—in whose
‘streams of purity and.love I can bathe my mind,
convalescent again when wounded from contact with
‘Tife and theworld. Oh, Ingeborg !—my wife, my love!
‘—if you knew what a feeling it is, with a character like
mine, with experiences such as I have made, still to
know and to be ious of p ing a friend in

‘whom thete is no guile, no deceit; to whom one may

go, and into whose hand one may place one’s soul;
against whose heart one may lay one’s hearr, and where
one knows that it is a surrender to one's better self;
a friend with whom one rests as secure as in the bosom
‘of God! ~ Oh! it is a heaven to be able to say to any
body,—* Though the whole world should deceive me,
yet you assuredly will never deceive me !

With ineffable affection and warmth Nordenwall
preksed’ his wife to his breast. A burning hot tear fell
updh-his hand. “There was a something in that tear
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that made him look up into her face, and with cor-
sternation he bebeld in it an excruciating pain.

“ Ingeborg ! " said he, alarmed, “you are not well 2

*“No,” said she; “my old complaint of paroxysms
of the heart!”

“Come and walk out with me into the fresh air!”’
said Nordenwall. ¢ You have been sitting too long ia
the house with your disquieted thoughts—I ought to
have thought of that before. Come now, my little
woman, let us go together to see the harvest; and—
you told me a short time ago, that you would show us
a fresh piece of land that you have began to put into a
state fit for cultivation : let me have a sight of it to-
day!”’

Madame Ingeborg smiled feebly; and more to ac-
commodate herself to her husband than in the hope of
any sort of diversion for herself, she accompanied him
out into the field.

On the way the Professor spoke about Olof’s pro-
spective journey to Fahlun, where he is to stay over the
winter, and proposed to his wife to accompany him
thither, and there to stay a few weeks in order to see
Olof comfortably settled, and at the eame time visit
several friends there, and others who are living in the
vicinity of Fahlun.

This proposal gave Madame Ingeborg much plea-
sure, for she saw in it a salutary diversion for all; and
this journey, which was take place the latter end of
October, became a lively centre-point for the conversa-
tion of the two consorts.

In the meantime they passed by some felds where
the golden rye was set up in sheaves by vigorews

e N
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lsbourers. Gladsome and pleasantly the latter saluted
their esteemed reverend master and their mistress of
the Parlonage and Madame Ingeborg felt many a
pleasure in seeing these sturdy good people, and the
extraordinary fine harvest.

At leugth they arrived at the new piece of ground.
Here the iron of the plough tore up the turf in long
furrows, and turned its earth side towards the top,
which smelled as fresh and pleazant as any fresh suc-
culent earth could do. And now when Madame Inge.
borg came to mark and point out the excellent potatoe
field which was lately flourishing here, her counte-
nance became quite animated, and she scarcely per-
ceived the light summer-shower sprinkling down over
her field, while she and the Professor were standing
under the shelter of a leafy tree. The rain soon
ceased. .

“ Where is now the threatening cloud which just
before so alarmed you?” asked Nordenwall.

Madame Ingeborg looked in the direction of the
lake, but the cloud had disappeared, and a brilliant
rainbow vaulted itself over the mountains, and re-
flected itself in the stream of the Silja. Thesun shone
warmly and penetrated the fresh smelling earth at the
feet of the conjugal pair

And the cloud had for this time pmed over.

We will now cast a glance into Siri's sick-chamber,
and there we find, early and late, day and night, Wal-
borg, who had undertaken to be ber attendant; and
who as such, proved himself one of a most particularly
good quality.

In all circumstances where people- come in contact
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with each other, there arides » searet romante,' i which
~ohanges from good to bad, frotn approximatiow to dis-
-tamee, are going on, all in proportion to'the domiirion
~whiéh the good-or evil spivits acquire over the mind.
Between Siri and Walborg was passing what we will
- here discuss.

Immediately on 8iri’s being taken ill, Wa!borg ap-
-proached her, and with seeret anxiety followed the
1inerease of the.disease. One night, when the disesse
- was checked and the danger over; Walborg was watch-

ing by Siri’s bed.side without observing that she her-
“ gelf was the object of her reflections.

“You are very beautiful, Walborg!” said Siri all of
asudden; of whom she fancied that she was asleep.
“Isis a pleasure to see you! And you are very good
to have the patience of thus attending on a poor outcast
creature as I am.”

- Walborg blushed, but said nothing. A little while
after Siri felt a kiss and a burning tear on her hand,
which languidly hung down over the edge of the bed,
‘and heard Walborg saying,—

“ Bivi, forgive me!”

This from proud Walborg! Siri with utonishment
raised herself up in bed, and said:

¢ What. . .. what, indeed, could there be that T should
'forgl'e you t »

* 46 It was I who had first seen your meetings with the
strange man; I who betrayed them; I who accused

ou!’’

y Siri was silent, and then loft,ly said :

“ You believed you were actmg right. You mpecte
nve of evidi” NI

¢« % Yesy but-new.... now t 'no iongm'belim t
Can you—can you forgive me ?”*



LERE. IN. DALECARRIA. + 487

- «% OQhywith all my heart!”
. Walborg sank into Siri's open.arms, and a bondwu
. silently formed ; and two hearts, which bitherto ware
. closed agtumt. aach other, now mutually opened. Mr
. life’s-springs.
¢ From the home of fire sparks flashed forth and.&ll
into thas of cold ; then warmth gave life to cold,”’ ‘such
is the description. which the most ancient northern
mythos gives of the origin of. life, and as the ocean
lives in water-drops, thus arose- from the life of two
.young maidens the truth of the ancient legend.
.During Siri’s convalescence Walborg read to. her
aloud out of books, prepared her dishes, which at such
a season are so well relished, and which to give afforded
so much pleasure. And for every flower of convales-
cence on Siri’s cheek, blossomed-ane of joy on Wal-
borg's kieart, and imparted to her entire demeanour a
vivacity, an expression of feeling and comfort, which
all, and even Olof, observed, when conversing with her
,on the subject of their mutual salicitude.
Ag soon as Siri began to be able to walk out, she was
-supported by Walborg’s arm; their growing confidential
intimacy was remarked by every one in the family.
Lieutenant Lasse called her * lesinseparables.” Brigitta
-said she was jealous of Walbarg, and.in a fair way of
gemng melancholy about it, if she only had time for
it. On the one hand her brother was naw porpetually
about her, singing:

¢ Though life may be short and be dull,
Yet amusement may lighten the way.”

On the other, she had now also taken upon her Wal-
“"hovg’s domeatic duties, and this gave Ler: many
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things to think about, and many things .to attend ta.
She now made the discevery, that it was by no meansan
wany task to fulfil Walborg’s place; and that Walborg,
with her quiet, almest unapparent activity, poasessed &
particular gift, in attending to and superiatending every
thing, and that with as much prudence as circumspec-
tion. The habit of being attentive to others had
developed a real taleat in her, of giving satisfaction te
all. She was like the hidden spring in the moverseant of
awateh. But peopleseldom think of this. They look
at the hands. Madame Ingeborg, however, had long
wince done justice to Walborg’s quiet merit; and
Brigitta now said :

“Talking about Walborg ! she will positively put us
all to the blush! Some fine day or other she will come
flying forth like the butterfly out of its chrysalis. I now
begin to find out that she has wings, although they
were lying folded together.”

But with 8iri, too, there was a great change going
on about that time. Itwas as if the woman had
wup in her all atonce. The childish girl which she
wasin the early part of her iliness, asit were vanished.
8he was quieter, milder, more thoughful, and a sort of
wiournfulness—a disposition, even in jesting, of having
tears easily startiog in her eyes, a glance, an expres-
sion, & most affectionate smile for all who were nesr
‘her;. in addition to which, an agreeable exterior deve-
lopmeant. All this rendered ber charming in. the
highest degree, and to Olof more dangerous than ever,
when he bad Jooked at her long, But he saw her as
seldern as porsible, and wualmteomwul! on lite

. journeys shout the now. .
« .« EhesAdjmnct’s and m‘tplwpm 'hlck ﬂlﬂ
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Wl vhletldted with so much pleaswrs, in reference to
Siris journey with thdm that -very spring to Wenteraas,
foandered against her determined will to remain inthe
same oonneotion in the family in which she now was
On the ether hand, she expressed an evident satisfac~
tion with regard to the proposed journey to Fahlun,
and frequently gave utterance to her pleasureable
desire of being able to descend into the large, fameus
copper-mines of Fahlun.

Brigitta shook her head at this longing, and the
Adjunct pulled 8 longer face than evar, when kis hope
of marriage and domestic: arrangements was for this
autumn thrown overboard. Brigitta, -however, com-

forted him with the prospect of the new approaching
journey, and with :

“8 is coming,
Tngl:grxe buddlng," &., &c.

After they had agreed that they should meet. together
‘in the middle of the month of October with the Mora
family in Fahlun, Brigitta with her Adjunct, and her
brother of Mora, departed to Westerans in the eady
part of September. Brigitta, who was preparing to
barangue the Bishop of Westeraas in * Babylonish,”
composed and practised on the way her orations, and
Lieutenant Lasse assisted her in it, in order te ecounten-
act the “ borrible taelanchaly "' which his farewell of
Walborg inspired him, and of which he furesaw that it
wouldt follow him to the grave, or to—Westerass.

- On“the departure-'of the cheerful membens of the
family a stillness enteved into Mora, which becamse far
more salutary than all mirthfulness. BSiti 5o loager
" gave octdsions of uneasinisss. She was no longerfrom
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home late in the evening or at nights, while ot'the
other hand, she was out' a greal deal during the day
with ‘Walborg. . Phe hours of instruction with her -
paternal friend became ever dearer to her, just as he
also from day to day grew'wiove satisfied with her, so that
his love to her revoecupied his heart. Nota word more
was spoken in the family of that which had marred her
peave;  All seemed to be concerned and to make it
their business to divert and cheer each other. The
angel of peace spread his wings over the family of Mora,
and beneath their shadow Madame Ingeborg re-awoke
to her former sprightly vivacity, and to her wonted
spirit of activity for every body and every thing around.
And sutumn advanced, the.days became shorter, and
fires were kindled in the stoves. Dark grey impended
the black clouds over the earth, and water and land
assumed that leaden hue, which is peculiar to the
northern landscapes as soon as the sun is gone.
Autuman in the narth has a deep, calm melancholy, but
the ever green pine and fir-trees which crown its
mountains and hills, and which murmur as fresh as
if the birds of swummer were playing in them, or as if
their branches were quivering in the north wind, and
black crows encirele their tops; these woods betake
from sadaess all paleness and sickliness, and give it
the stamp of bigh and deep-thinking gravity. Beneath
‘the veil of morning one feels the old Vatan. Antdthus
days also come glm days, when the thrush singsin
the bright set morning, when the high ¢clouds-stafids in
purplo and gold array over the dark-green hills, when
the air is-transpavent and light as fiying bird, and the
body and . spirit of man is vested, ss it ‘wete, with
wings; .days when the sun shines in purest brillisncy
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over.the chegquered earth, where the foliage glows in
gold,.and the grape near the rare espalier, where in-
the, evenmg the aurera borealia ﬂam and then it i t: "
glonous in the nerth. .
On a beautiful day of Septembes sat deorg and
Siri after a long walk, resting in the wood by the side
of each other. She had spoken about home, her youth- -
ful days, her parents, and her communications bad not'
been of cheerful description, although Siri’s narrations
about her many performances and adventures had called
forth many a hearty laugh, Walborg's relations could
not produce this. A more joyless, more uniferm life
than hers one can scarcely conceive, and the spirit--
prison in which she had passed her childhood, may in
part, account for her reserved, quiet character. Her
parents bad mamried merely from worldly metives,
without attachment, without serious consideration of
the union into which they entered; and thus their life
became a series of little asperities and great provoea-
tions. The daughter, who became the offspring of this
marriage, received no admittance ofsunshine of affection
over her cradle. The eelfish and much craving perents
gave her nowarmth, but demanded obedience from her,
and a rigid fulfilment of duty towards them. Fre-
quently the question crossed Walborg’s mind, whether
a marriage of this kind, though rendered lawful by all
social and religious forms, was not one of the greatest
sins against the order and appointments of the blessed
God upon earth. Butshe kept silent with this question
as with every thing elss, in proud bitterness. Inelined
by nature to reserve, she was by her education made,
as it were, t0 2 .mummy.. Thus she bad pamed her
days withueut living, till the rapid comsecutive death of
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both parents unbound her fetters, and conducted her
into a new and brighter sphere of action; but, a habit
of two-and-twenty years’ standing, combined with a
character naturally not easily accessible, had, as it were,
produced a sort of petrifaction of her whole character,
and it necessarily required several violent shocks before
it could make her susceptible of the mild influence.

The two young maidens had paused awhile, when
Siri suddenly exclaimed :

“Walborg! I’ll be bound to say, you have never
been in love yet. You are too sedate, too sensible!”

A low, quivering, “Ah!” from Walborg’s lips
answered Siri’s questions, and a glance from her large,
heautiful eyes, seemed to open an abyss full of secret
fire. Siri became alarmed at this expression in Wal-
borg’s look ; and on seeing the still rising flame of red-
ness vanishing from her cheeks, then a light rose in
Siri's mind. She fondly embraced Walborg, and
whispered :

. “ Walborg, you love—you love Olof! I have at
nights, when you were uleep, heard you repeat his
name!”

Siri felt Walborg n-emblmg; she felt her cold lips
upon her cheeks; but Walborg spoke not a word. S8he
sat there pale and mute.

“ Have I pained you " whispered Siri. “Oh, be
not angry with me!”

Walborg made an attempt to speak. A bitter feature
of pain crossed her otherwise 8o placid countenance.
At length she said with emphasis :

“8iri, promise me by all that is sacred to you, that
ke shall never even think what you helieve. Noever! no,
never shall he learn what I feel.”
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* But, Walborg, he loves you too!”

“No, he does not. I have never been loved by any
body, nor shall I ever be so. There is a veil hanging
over my character which dooms me to solitude and
retirement ; an iron hand fetters my mind. Oh, Siri,
you who are fascinating the hearts of all, you who are
sporting in the sunshine of general favour and satisfac-
tion; you who are able to reduce whom you please
from laughing to weeping—you cannot know nor feel
what a situation it is to be thus secluded! To feel
yourself condemned, never to be understood, never
loved; and this because—you are not amiable, because
you are still, because the life of the heart, the tongue
of the heart has been bound by cruel hands! "’

And Walborg wept bitterly. Siri had never seen
her thus. And how eloquent was she now in consoling
‘Walborg, in order to enumerate all her advantages, all
her beauty, her generosity, her noble-mindedness, and
to assure her how amiable ghe was, and how amiable
she must appear, if she would only herself have proper
faith in her gifts; and how they were already noticing
the change that was going on within her, and how Olof,
too....

But here Walborg interrupted here, saying :

“Ab, Siri! Donotspeak about that! I neither will
norcan deceive myself. If 1 were a flint, 8 cloud-
image, or . . . . yourshoe-string, I should be of more
worth, and greater interest, than I am now. [ cannot
be so blind, nor you either, not to perceive that his
whole heart, his entire affection, is exclusively yours.”

8iri was silent for a moment, and then said :

“The heart may change, and his must change, for he
wishes it, and I wish it too.” .
L N
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« I have never loved any one in the whole world exeept § .|
bim!"” said Walborg, whose heart, once -
seemed to feel an urgent desire to unbosom itpelf ¥
Already, since we were children and played with each §
other in the court-yard of my parents, I felt myself
drawn towards him, and every time that I saw
him my sttachment for him increased. And now
that T saw him developed to a man, so complete, so
handsome! . . . . Ah! how poor and how bound have
I not felt by the side of him, and . ... of you!-
Yes, I have been exasperated against you, and have
hated you on account of the exasperation which I felt,
But since I have become fond of you, every thing hes
become 8o altered. It seems to me that 1 could now
gladly see you happy with each other!”

“ But now,” said Siri, * this is more impossible than
ever, and—Walborg! It is my impression that Olof
will yet love you, and that you will be happy with
him.” )

“ No, no!” said Walborg, shaking his head; “yet
1 shall know how to endure his indifference, and I be-
lieve that this will be easier to me for the time to
come. But, Siri! we will never speak on this subject
again; promise me this, And that nobody, not a
creature will suspect what you know! I do not wish
to be pitied by any body, and least of all by him.
Rather would I go down alive in the abyss of the
earth. But you, Siri! how is it possible that you....
do not love Olof? ”*

¢ ] do love him,’”’ said Siri, “but that is, from all that
I know of that feeling, not that love. Perhaps I should
have loved him thus, had not my feeling been so
greatly engaged other ways. The giant of the South-
berg—as you know!
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*8irl, how can you be jesting about this matter, and
that at this present hour ?

“Forgive me! I meant no harm. I am incon-
siderate!”

“1 have imparted to you the inmost secret of my
ooul, Siri, and you—ynu will not give me yours!”

8iri suddenly turned pale, and said:

¢ It does not belong to me, Walborg, or else it would
assuredly soon be yours. But the happiness, the life
of others is dependent on its remaining secret; and a
solemn oath binds me.”

“Well1” said Walborg, breaking off. “We will,
therefore, not speak any more about it. Let us now
go to our patients.”

And the two young physicians pursued their way to
the lonely huts, into which official medicine seldom or
never makes its way.

In the evening, when Siri was alone in her little
chamber, she took up a portfolio, which contained many
loose papers. Many a lonely morning and evening
sour had she bedewed these leaves with her tears, and
0 also it was now while she wasreading the following:

NOTATIONS,

Sixteen years ago sat a certain prisoner, condemned
to death in Smedjegaard. He was secretly visited by
a friend. It was on the evening previous to his execu-
tion. He was already in the chamber appointed for
the condemned before they are led to the place of
execution. Thischamber is near the church of Smedje-
gaard. But what a church! desecrated by a reckless
and unchristian spirit. The chamber of the condemned

was notany better : dirty, bare, awful! A large paint-
N 2
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ing hung in it,—Christ on the cross—though the most
horrible daub—a frightful picture. Was 'it the com-
passionate Saviour’s design, that from his cross nought
but dread and horror should go forth upon the sinuer
who looks up tohim forcomfort? I looked around me,
dering if I should not find something in the room
that could raise the mind, or give evidence of a kind
attention and a feeling of compassion; something that
could make a salutary impression on him, who there
was to be prepared for bie last hurried journey to eter-
nity. Butno, no such thing was there. The minister,
who was there in pursuance of his official duties, a
well-intentioned, but weak-minded man, was incapable
of awakening repentance and better feelings in the
prisoner, who was then sitting therein. Neor had the
latter any thoughts of dying; he was young and tall,
and strong as a giant; he thought of ... .wrestling in
the last hour with the executioner, and making his
escape. The friend who then visited him was w0 aid
him in this his purpose.  With several wild, turbulent
fellows, he was to come to the place of execution, and
there await the moment. The culprit and his friend,
who was equally as great a criminal as he himself, hut
more favoured by Fate, for he had the good luck ot
escaping the arm of justice, were then coming to an
agreement as to the scenes and parts they were to act.
It was late in the evening. The next day in the
morning twilight the prisoner was conducted out of the
prison, followed by an innumerable crowd of people.
He carried his head high, looked fearlessly down upon
the people, and said, that “they would get to see a
jolly dance.”
The friend with his men followed, well-dressed,
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mingling with the thronging multitude, It was a
beautiful day in October ; the sun shone brightly ; clear
and dark-blue glimmered the water; the trees near the
shore glittered in autumnal splendour; the rocks lay
there irradiated in the light of the morning with their
cliffs, their fir-woods, so fragrant and fresh; and all
'this was seen while the procession moved through the
interminable Goth-street. And the friend of the con-
‘demned one thought: “If, now, this were my case, if
it were I who had to see this glorious earth for the last
time, if it were I who was going here to be hung?’’
When he was yet a little boy, and rode with his
mother from her little farm-yard in the vicinity of
8tockholm to the city, through the toll-bar near the
Skan, there was a place on the road, a little way out-
side of the bar, where the boy every time looked into
-the wood both with inquisitive and anxious eyes. For
from within the wood, over the tops of the trees, three
-lofty, white poles, peered forth. ¢ Chimneys,” said
-his mother, but he knew that they.... were stand-
ing on the gallows-berg, thatthey were pillars on which
criminals were hung. And whenever the boy saw them
he felt awe-stricken, and he shuddered, and never
looked at the Swedish paper-money containing the in-
‘scription : “ Whoever forges such notes shall be hanged,”
without being reminded of the white pillars in the
wood. At an after period in his life he was tc get a
nearer view of it,
The procession went forwards through the Géth-
street. The name of that sweet originates from the
. name of the first criminal who went this way to the
place of execution. Near this street lies a cellar into
--which the condemned were conducted, in order to take
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= glass as a sort of cordial on the way. 8o also was it
in this case, and the condemned did not perform his
task at all badly. The procession then moved further.
A little way beyond the toll-bar of Skan it turned off
to the left, and then came to a vacallt place in the
wood, where all at once a large rotunda, with three
high white poles, cross-beamsand hooks appeared, and
towards the lower parts an iron-door, in which some
one in devilish derision had written in large characters:
¢ Goth’s Garden.”

And into this garden went the condemned one
through the iron-gate with the gaoler, and vanished
from before the eyes of all, while the people were
grouping themselves on the hills round about. But
nearer and nearer moved the friend with his men, and
awaited the momentous crisis.

Soon they heard within the garden violent blows,
furious curses, and shouts; the sentinel rushed in, all
grew still, and . . .. . the prisoner came not out.
Notwithstanding his friend saw him immediately again,
but . . ... above the wall . . ... then he fled as if
chased by furies!

He fled from his home and from bis father-land, and
lived for many years in foreign countries an adventur-
ous life, now as a soldier, now as a performer, or in
the depth of mines.

But a dear tie etill bound him to his native country
and having caused the rumour of his death to be spread
abroad, he wrote to her whom he had and whom he still
loved, to tell her that hewas yet alive, and would only
live for her. But he received no answer. Years passed,
and he was on the eve of returning to his home in order
to seek for her . . . . when a traveller from that partof
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the country where she lived, conveyed to him the in-
telligence that she—his espoused bride—had become
the wife of another.

From the shore near which he already stood the
fugitive turned round. Ten years he again roved about
as before, but still more unhappy than ever, when again
he felt himself powerfully drawn to his home. He was
a father. In his father-land grew up his daughter.
This thought rose o vividly, so mightily in his breast.
He must see her, lay her on his breast, hear her call-
ing him father!....This longing desire drew him, as
with strong iron-fetters, towards his home; it tempted
him to bid defiance to the bonds of imprisonment—nay,
even death! He did so; he saw the soil again, and
kissed it where his cradle stood, but where he was not
to find his grave! . ...

In Stockholm he went the same way again that he
went sixteen years before: he saw the blue sea, the
trees, and the rocks again. As he was thus walking,
the bells of the city were peacefully ringing: it was
Sunday. He saw the large rotunda again with the
scornful inscription. Now it was still and silent within
—the sun shone in from above—the grass was verdant
and fresh within, and the golden dandelion nodded
pleasantly in the wind on the step of the stairs on
which so many a death-heavy footstep bas been taken.
A little way from it fresh traces of a spade were seen;
and upon a fresh newly-laid turf red flowers were
blooming: even to the grave of the criminal love finds
its way.

Not far from here, by the side of the high road, lies
a cottage; in it lives a shoemaker, and his son of thir-
teen years of age, who opened the gate, and readily re-
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plied to thé inquiries of the wanderer respecting the
execution of a pair of wicked inurderers which had re-
cently taken place in the wood.

People often speak of the strength of criminals; ah,
it amounts to nought! Sick at heart with abhorrence
towards men and human society, he went away from
this place.

And he wandered from here to Dalecarlia in order to
seek his child, the innocent angel, who should re-
concile him to mankind and to life!

[ * [ [ L] [

In Dalecarlia, near the mines of Oester-Silfberg, it
was said, was the place of her residence. But she no
longer lived in that part of the country: for the last
two years she was in Mora with her . . . . Oh, gra-
cious heaven !

He tarried a day in that neighbourhood, kept back
by his recollections. There it was—there in the neigh-
bourhood of those proposed silver mines, where she,
the,—the former beloved one,—lived and bloomed,
beautiful as the wild rose. There it was where they
formed each other’s acquaintance—there where she
walked about lonely in the still summer evenings,
while fire-coloured butterflies there fluttered about
mutely ; and the Selene noctifiora opened their odiferous
chalices before them. They too drank a chalice—that
of love—of first love, young, strong, impetuous.

Her brother-in-law and guardian were opposed to
this attachment, and especially to the lover, whose
then already somewhat involved circumstances he
in some measure knew: he forbade him his house.
But for him was his wife, Ingeborg’s fantastic sister;
and the latter entered into the plans which love and
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revenge suggested to him. She supported the pride of
the lovers, which was mortified by the despotic pro-
cedure of the brother-in-law. They came to an agree-
ment as to secret alliance, which should not be made
known until certain circumstances permitted it, and
that could be attained by force what then was refused.
But what was understood by this, he alone only knew;
not the innocent, implicitly confiding woman who
placed her very fate in his hands, which he would
govern and render happy, while by shrewdness and
cunning, he fancied, he would be able to subject the
laws of society to himself, or set them totally at nought.

In the neighbourhood of Sither he succeeded in win-
ning over a young fanatic preacher, who was a stranger
in the place, to his plan, which he represented in the
same confused light in which he saw it himself.

The Superintendent-general ® went on a journey.
Every thing came to meet the views of the lovers. The
priestly ordination took all scruples from the ladies,
who had very little notion of legal matters; besides,
he knew how to quiet them in every possible way.

One summer’s evening the two lovers met together
in the old chapel, near those mines. With syringa
from a grave in the church-yard, he adorned his young
bride, and conducted her into the chapel, where the

her already awaited her, and betrothed them in
the pame of the Highest. A more beautiful and purer
bride has never stood before that altar.

On their stepping out of the church, black tempest-

. clouds rose in the sky, and darkened it; but he paid
no regard to it. By and by, when the thunder rolled
in the clouds, and the lightning flashed across them, he

* A dignitary in the Lutheran Church,
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.clasped the beloved one to his breast, and earthly love
celebrated their triumph amid the sound of the hea-
venly trumpets.

That was life.

. . . . .

A eorpoe-eolmxr lies on the sulphury-green water

.which fills these destroyed pits, surrounded by steep
mountainous precipices. The whole circumjacent
country is an awful marsh. There, in the very midst of
rocky cliffs and water puddles, lies the chapel, a relic
of catholic ages, where she once stood so beautiful,—
now for many years past, forsaken, open to man and
-beast. An awful murderous history is connected with
these groves, and with that black dilapidated chapel;
and the spirit of it seems secretly to rush over the
whole region. A pale mournful shade also wanders
there about,—the shade of a powerful love—of a great
but ashort felicity. He there seeks his former paradise,
and finds nought but groves,—but ruins.

To be sure the syringa-bush still stands there in the
church-yard, but the flowers were already long since
withered away . . . . The fooll who, when plucking
them for a bridal wreath, did not think that they stood
upon a grave!.... He went again into the open
chapel. [t was far more decayed—the walls were far
more sunken than before—the wind passed freely
through the several saturnine windows. The altar
before which she and he stood sixteen years ago was
ready to crumble together; and the horrible pictures
over it seemed to threaten him with a downfall
On the floor lay loose leaves from hymn-books scat-
tered about; and he took up one of them, anxious to
find a word of comfort in it, and read,—
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“ A prayer for those who are about entering into the
state of holy matrimony.”

- There is a satire frequently passing through life,
which must be a scourge in the hand of some evil spirit.

In the forepart of the chapel steod a half-open
chest: he opened it and found the remains of a shat-
tered stone image.

All was dark and loathsome—and dark it was in the
mind of the wanderer when he went away. He went
to Moral! . ...

Near the South-berg, in a lonely hut at the foot of
the mountain, he took up his abode. She was at that
time not in Mora; she was in Sollero, she and his
child. From thence he intended to make excursions as
fisherman, and frequent the holms. He felt a desire to
pirate his girl in a Viking-like manner! . . .

* * * * * *

And he found his daughter again—his child 1 pressed
her to his heart; and he still glows in love, in joy and
sorrow at the recollection of this. A chance, or—why
not take it ae such I—A Providence called her into his
arms :—he was on the lake—heard a cry for help, and
rowed in the direction whence it proceeded. He saw
an overturned boat and a young maiden on the point of
sinking: she was in a state of insensibility, and blood
streamed from her temples. He took her into his boat
and rowed towards his habitation. Her appearance,
her age, a mole near her left eye, a feeling that glowed
through all his blood, altogether told him that she
whom he had saved was his own flesh and blood,—his
child! Having brought her to his dwelling-place and
to life again, he ascertained her name. It was his
daughter! What a scene then followed l—what a
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‘drama in the space of a few hours, within four narrow
mean walls! He made himself known to her; read
the letter of her mother to her, containing the an-
nouncement of her birth, and which mentioned the
" mole about the eye, which the child had like his
father ;—he showed her the same about his eye, and
she could not but believe him. In consternation and
anxiety the poor bewildered maiden first stood there;
but soon he gained influence over her mind, and the
love of the child received fire from his. A wondrous
life arose, full of light and darkness commingled ; but
soon the father led her from light to darkness, when
he bound her to the strictest secrecy; nay even com-
manded her to swear, and gave her to suspect that her
own life and death, and that of others, depended upon
it. The name of the mother she did not ascertain.
She was anxious yet—to spare that mother. She
had little to say to her—little reason to condemn
her before he had formed a resolution in reference
to her.

One night and a day he retained the child with him:
then she was obliged to part, but . ... they met

again! ....
* * [ [ ] * [

Twice he saw his child again—a glorious nature |—
pure as the new fallen snow, and warm as the eastern
sky ;—an open lively soul |—Every word was compre-
hended,—every lightning-flash kindled! What a de-
light to be able to maturely cultivate this spirit, and
warm oneself on this heart! This must be her father's
right; but . . . . but he must away and work for his
bread! King Magnus Smeck has commanded that the
«copper mines.should be a place of refuge for criminals,
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# who have not been guilty of too heinous offences "
the wanderer had, therefore, in this way a sort of royal
permission to sojourn there.

In the spring he will return to Mora.

In the Copper Mine, Mora, January.

Here, one hundred and eighteen fathoms under the
earth, in a hard glittering mine, where all is still, cold,
immoveable, beats in disquietude a glowing heart. It
longs to be hence—it longs after Mora, near the beau-
tiful shore, where another heart beats,—a young, warm
heart, the dearest I have in this world. In the mines
of Tyrol I stood it better. Now I have seen paradise
and long to be there and suffer. When will spring
come? Then I am rich—then I can for a time rove
in liberty. My child! From the depth of the earth I
bless thee !

Mora, April.

Once more at the foot of the South-berg, again near
to the light curly-headed girl—to all that [ love! And
near to ker, who has almost excited my hatred. T feel
myself altered for some time past. I know not what
desire of revenge moves in my bosom. Wherefore
shall she be happy when I suffer so boundlessly ? She
certainly bears the blame of the worst in my fate!
Burning bitter feelings!

. . * . . .

The bells of Mora! The bells of Mora! Oh, their
sound is charming. They have made me purer, the
gall boils less bitterly. But over me lies melancholy,
dark and ponderous as the eternal night. My beloved
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child! Didst thou lay on my breast, could I look
into thy blue eyes, kiss thy golden locks, then it
would be better with me. But in vain do I strewch
out my arms after thee—thou durst not, thou canmst
not come,

It is growing dark, clouds cover the sky, the lake
heaves and rushes impetuously, and the still, gloomy
banks seem to approach nearer to each other. Such,
it is said, is the precursor of an approaching storm.
Thus loving beings approach each other, when cala-
mity, when danger threatens, in order to seek pro-
tection from each other, in order to hope together, or
die. But who approaches thus tome? Whom have I
in all the wide world to whom I could flee in this
manner ?

How the banks of Mora seem, this ruffied evening,
to approach to me! I see, quite distinctly, the church,
the green trees, and now—the house in which my
daughter lives. . ..it advances nearer, even nearer....
eternal powers of love! Is it not a wonder, a work of
the genius of my child ?

No, it belongs to the powers of scorm, of raillerys
They would let me see the shade, in order to reb me
of it afterwards. But....

This very night yet will I press my child to my
breast!

[ ] . L] * [ ] [ ]

My arm wound itself convulsively, but her head re-
posed on it, and—it was mild. I gazed on her sky-
blue eyes, and the dark hell in my breast became illu-~
minated. Her love and her sweet disposition made me
soft and mild.
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May.

Again and again have I seen her. But there isa
bitterness in this delight, & poverty in this wealth, a
thorn about this rose of joy, which I cannot endure.
For truly we have to part again, and what—what is to
be the end of this? Why should the dove of innocence
approach the criminal ? He can only destroy her peace;
perhaps—in the eyes of the world—stain her white
pinions.

. . . . ) .

I went on that stormy evening into the neighbeur-
hood of her residence, in the hope of getting a sight
of a shadow of her. I saw her, the beautiful woman,
my....With increased intensity of heat boils my blood
since that time! J was constrained to hide myself,
but—1 shall show myself again.

“ Not yet, not yet!* so peal the bells of Mora, and
entreat for her. Well, well then....not yet! ButI
must away out, out and wander,

June.

I wander about the whole day, I walk myself tired,
weary, and yet find no sleep at nights. This want of
sleep is strangely consuming. How weary am I to see
the sun rise in his beauty!

. . . . . .

Is it possible indeed, that a single action, in which
there was not even a decided bad intention, can pro-
duce such a calamity? Such was the question I some-
times asked myself, and then a wondering, a doubt,
whether it really was so, whether all was quite over
with me on this earth, with me, who was so highly
gifted, so evidently called to play a grand brilliant
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part in the world.  She thinks it must be a bad dream
from which I shall awaken, when I shall have had my
full sleep out. And then I try to sleep, but an invisi-
ble, tormenting mask forthwith rouses me, and when I
succeed in sleeping awhile, I then behold myself again
as before, a lost wanderer, flying from before the sword
of justice....

* * * * * *

I had me rgwed across the river this morning. The
morning was windy and cold, but my blood glowed
violently after the sleepless night. We rowed through
a whirlpool. It had a dangerous aspect but I was
not afraid of the draught of death. The one bitterness
may be as good as the other, nay better, for it brings
an end with it. But then my aweet Siri stood before
me; I felt impressed with a desire again to see her
blue eyes, and rejoiced in that I lived. I roved about
a long time among the mountains, and in the inter-
minable fir-woods, and 1 felt myself weighed down to
the earth. The sun stood behind the cloudy veil, like
a pale, joyless face. I had no other clock. How slow
it went! I went into a boor-hut in the wood, and
asked for a little milk and bread; I then fell asleep
upon an exuberant flowery meadow, near the shore, and
awoke refreshed, wonderfully strengthened in body and
spirit. Thanks to thee, thou verdant, pleasant bank !

- ] * * * *

Oh, that what was done could be undone! But how
should it? How should the deed be compensated and
the stain be blotted out? What once has occurred has
occurred: what once was ‘done of course is done ; no
power of heaven or of earth can alter that, and this is
~the curse !
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‘What occasioned my misfortune? Perverse notions
of society, lusting after riches and honour, love to.. ..
the faithless one. When she became mine, I.wished
to be rich and mighty, in order to be able to keep her
in peaceful possession. The means were illegal, of
that I was aware, but....I wished afterwards to be
the benefactor of society, and....

“The road to hell ’—some one said—** is paved with
good resolutions,” and that road was mine.

. * * * * -

My soul is an agitated ocean, and I do not know
myself. Sometimes I am religious ; sometimes exas-
perated and wild. Sometimes I am ready to forgive
all; sometimes I am bent on dreadful revenge—and
with this my soul wearies and torments itself, without
forming a resolution, without attaining to any peace
and order. The one hour upsets what the other has
reared, and all is uncertainty and torment.

Happy, happy are the children of these valleys;
the sons and daughters of these mothers! They know
nothing of this misery of soul. Fresh and great is
their life, as that of the river near which they work. I
have contemplated their labours throughout the day,
and in the evening, when I approached their huts, [
have heard, how with an energetic and mild voice, they
were singing hymns and spiritual songs. How wretchel
do I feel by the side of these men! .

. . . . . .
July.

To-day I arrived at a lake, whose banks are black
with fic-woods. It was the Ore-lake. Dark, but mirror
smooth, it lay beneath the vaulted sky, between its
desolate wild banks. The melancholy picture pleased

° .
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me. The sun then shone forth, and reflected his rays
on a little towerless church, upon a ngck of land in the
Ore. [ saw the people assembling together around it,
and I remembered that it was Sunday. I went up:
and on the way, beforé my inward ear sounded a little
air, which, many years ago, I heard a Dalecarlian boy
sing, in an agreeable, mild melody :

¢ And as I the seven-mile-wood came near,
The sound of the bells fell plain on my ear.

¢ And tell me, thou bell-ringer, chimer, say,
For whom dost thou sound this peal to-day? *

¢ Oh, I toll for & blushing rose-bud bright,
‘Which is laid in the earth by death’s dark might !**

Such is the announcement conveyed to a young bride-
groom of the funeral of his bride, to whom he is just
returning after his completed term of peregrination.

On coming to the church-yard, I saw men and
women, who followed a coffin to the grave. I inquired
who it was that was to be buried ? (I thought of the
young bride, who was taken from the bridegroom, in
order to be united to earth), and they answered me a
young country girl of * * *, They said that she had
lived and died “like an angel of God;” that to her
last moment she had spoken the sweetest words of
comfort so her parents, and brothers, and sisters.

While I was listening to this narration and Jooking
upon a few white clover blossoms at my feet, which,
beneath the weight of the rain-drops, pleasantly raised
their little heads a feeling of peace came into my soul.
The clods of earth then rolled hollow over the coffin,
aud the mitmster began his “earth to earth, ashes to
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ashes, dust to dust.” But ecarcely had the second
shovel full of earth been thrown into the grave, whena
heavy fall upon the coffin, and the call was heard:
¢ Let me die with thee!” It was the deceased’s young
sister, who had cast herself into the grave and there
lay, clasped around the coffin. She was taken up
again in a state of perfect unconsciousness.

And for all that the girl had neverread any tragedies
or romances !

* * * * * *

Near my ferrying’ place I saw to-day a peasant’s
boy, of about nineteen years of age, who, from want of
caution in the ringing of the bells, had his leg and foot
crushed, and that so dreadfully bad, that the physi-
cians considered it impossible to save his life without
amputating his leg. In the mean time, they had lin-
gered with it as long as possible. The youth was care-
fully attended to and fostered, in the parsonage; his
youthful strength and vigorous vitality came to the aid
of the physicians; the fractured parts grew together
again, the lad could after four months from that time
walk again, and was in a fair way of being perfectly
restored again. [ asked him: '

“ Have you not suffered an enormous deal of pain?”

I have thanked God so heartily that I could keep
my legs,” was his answer. From all his sufferings he
had only learnt “to thank God heartily.”

In Serna-wood, July.
Now I have seen the mountains, where the por-
phyry and the giants dwell. I have been in the re-

gions where quickslver is obtained in winter. I have
o2
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soen the solitary dwellings of Fiomark,* and have
lived with those remnants still existing in Sweden, of
the strong but melancholy people, whose most common
adage is:—‘ Happy is he who dies in his third
night!”

And I have said so too. I have wandered about in
the desert, in solitary gloomy regions where nature is
untopped and human creatures scarce and almost bar-
barous. I have fought with gigantic nature, and fre-
quently with hunger. Now I will away from here;
yet, thou desolate retreat, receive my thanks: thou
hast refreshed my spirit and strengtbened my body.
Accept my thanks also ye exuberant banks, ye fresh
waters, ye still beautiful valleys!—ye have giver me
moments of recreation,—seconds of enjoyment. But
that which I need—that ye could not give me, no Lethe,
no hope |—Therefore farewell! Now I will away again
to Mora.

What do I want!—What does the storm want when
it rises against the wind to the bright sky? It wants
to discharge itself and its lightnings,—its consuming
fire: it follows an inward necessity.

Mora.

I stood upon the Bell-mount, near the Elfe, and
looked to the mountain on the other side. Thunder-
showers had fallen on that day. Now all was still, but
heavy clouds covered the sky and hung over the tops of
the mountains. It gradually began to grow dusky.
All at once I saw white spectre-like forms rising out of

* Several parishes in Dalecarlia are called Finmarks, 4. e.
@ remote little cultivated circuit, when the descendants of the
Finlanders live isolated in distinct communities.
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the valléys'and dissppearing between the dark mounw
tains. There I saw aroe pursued by dogs,~here hosts
of human spirits, who with out-stretched arms were
running up the mountains, as if they were bound for
the sky; and one part was taken up in the clouds and
vanished,—one part was left behind and sank back
into the black abyss. Pale awful beings appeared and
were lost again between the mountains. -

Thus the spectre-work went on for a long time, and
fer a long time my looks followed this phantasmagoria
of vapours, ag I was well aware, but which now formed
themselves into a hieroglyphic language before my
mind. And now, from the foot of the Lek-berg, a boat
came slowly gliding along hitherward, in which two
persons were sitting. They were sitting beside each
other, and appeared to have come out on a pleasure
trip. A wind then arose which overturned the boat,
and separated them both from each other, who trans-
formed themselves into confused masses. But these
also transformed themselves again: the one assumed
the form of a dragon, and the other the form of a
woman,—delicate, transparent, of inexpressible maiden-
like charms; and the young maiden gently inclined to
the dragon, which lay there immoveable with his head
turned towards her. Attracted as if by some charm,
she came nearer and nearer to him—her head inclined,
as if in love—her knees bent, as if adoring before the
dragon. After a few minutes she vanished in his
jaws,—on]y her bust appeared over his head, but dn—
torted : as it were dying! . ..

Behind them there came out of the clouds some-
thing, which resembled a bier,.and upon the bier lay a
form, like that of a young woman. She moved in an
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oblique direction down the mountain. And on her
coming up higher the corpse slowly raised itself up; it
was-the former maiden-like form again; butshe had a
crown then upon her thoughtful looking brow, and her
bier was changed into a shell, which was borne into the
clouds, and there disappeared.

" The dragon lay upon the same spot as before, but
was also changed. High, swollen, uniform, he lay there
like a nameless wonder. Later in the night, when the
apparition ceased, when the vaporous hosts of spirits
had gone to rest, this form still lay there near the
mountain. It seemed to me as if it lay also upon my
breast. Then I heard Siri’s flute and hastened to meet
her.

- * * * * *

She has disarmed me—at least for the present. She
has spoken of her virtue, of her kinduess towards her.
Should the mother be innocent,—only deceived? And
~—why should I destroy that family—a home where a
child enjoys fostering care and affection—the only one
that she possesses in the world ?

If I were to destroy myself, myself vanish.... 1!

But.... I will, and will not....

All is uncertain to me....

(Here ended the wandering annotations. They were
enclosed in a letter, of the following contents:)

“ BeLovep CRiILD!
“The hand of necessity interferes with our fate in
separating us, and you wish it, wish that I should flee
and conceal myself. I therefore withdraw myself—for
the present!....
“These papers I leave with you, that they may give
you some account about your father. I have long since
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already thought to write to you, in order to give you
some information about me and my fate, but—I have
1ot been able to do it. I have not interest enough for
myself for that; neither have I sufficient peace of
mind for it. But still you must know something of
me. I will not corrupt your tender mind, and—I have
need of your angel-look into my heart. 1f, after I
have removed the veil, you can still look into it with
love, then I will believe that mercy and joy may yet
be found for me.

“What you here receive, are—fragments from a
broken heart, a destroyed life, began in the hour when
your lovely image drew nearer to me, and when I
felt the need of collecting myself before it; continued
in moments when, without distraction or occupation,
the mind is tormented by disquietude and pungent
thoughts, and I endeavoured to disburden myself by
a written effusion....

¢ Evil actions, things of a loathsome nature have I
here laid open before you, you most innocent creature,
Turn not away, my child. Do the manifested evils on
earth become less, indeed, because we turn away our
eyes from them? Ah! learn to regard every thing
with a firm, stedfast glance. Only then will you under-
stand what is the main question here upon earth; only
then shall you be able to be truly merciful. It is well
for you that you are a woman, and that your position
on earth is among the humble. No arduous vocation is
imposed upon you.

¢ Gladly would I have been longer together with
you; fain would I now, that I am obliged to leave yvu,
have given you something that might have been of
value to your life. Ah! to have given life is little,—~
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what do I say ?—it is a cruelty, a crime, not to give
more !

“Oh! a thought, by which the mind may grow
strong and great, reach ever higher and higher by
youth, by old age, by pleasure, by distress, even to the
highest heaven, which could warm thee in life and in
death, and could make thy days, thy existence, a
quiet paradise—if I could give you this, oh! then I
should have been a proper father, a father who had
given life in life/ Then I should have saved you from
the grave of material threads, with which common-place,
with its low standard of efforts, its paltry enjoyments,
and petty cares, will seek to ensnare your mind. Then
I should believe that a happy thought might be visiting
my death-bed. There have been moments when such
thoughts bave not been unfamiliar to me. They still
sometimes visit me, but just as spirits revisit the
abode in which they had formerly lived, and where
they died. I am myself almost a mere shadow of
what I was. My strength is leaving me, continually
more and more; bitter feelings have undermined it. I
often seek light, which I formerly had, and cannot find
again. Darkness is continually increasing within me!
Yet, perhaps, for your sake, God will yet vouchsafe
anto me a ray, a spark. My life has been abounding
in errors, but I have also wandered through regions,
have had intuition of brightness, which not very many
are favoured to see.

* * * » * *

Mankind ! my child, if you can refrain, then bind
yourself not to any man in great affection or admira-
tion. They deserve it not. Of all men, one only de-
served it, but his feet no longer tread upon earth. Love
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them as God loves them, from compassion, nor demand
of them any other love. Your mother—be not hard-
bearted towards her—my daughter! She may be in-
nocent, perhaps, and merely deceived. We shall one
day get to know it. Stand by her, in the mean time, as
an angel, as you stand by me. She may need your
succour.

Farewell, beloved, adored child!—my heart is
awaking . . . . oh! that I must leave you thus!—
When you come to Fahlun, and there some day go to
church and hear prayers offered up for those “ who
labour in the deep and dangerous places of the earth,”
then pray algo for .
- Your FaTner.
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THE FAMOUS COPPER MINE.

AvutuMN was on the eve of transition to winter;
already severe night-frost had sheeted the Silja with
a thin ice cover; and the people said of the troubled
lake: “It’s going to rest!—it’s going to sleep1” At
present the fields are hard as a stone—the wood-
covered mountains stand there, darker than before,
with snow flakes on their black breast. Now the genii
of frost rise out of the deep in order to combat with
men, who wrestle with them and their skill, as in all
conflicts with great powers if they do not sink under
them.

The last October, which was fixed upon by the
family of Mora for the tour to Fahlun, began with a
cold morning ; the fields were white with hoar frost,
and the trees stood there snow-powdered and beautiful:
the air was calm, rose-tinted clouds lay like a veil of
gauze over the sky, and reflected themselves in the
one night's old infant ice of the Silja.

Such was the aspect towarde sun-rise, when Siri was
looking out of her window in the direction of the lake,
and a moment after exclaimed,—

 Walborg,—Walborg, come and see |’

And Walborg came and saw, and then softly and
fearfully said,— )

¢ Good heavens!—what is that ?*

They saw a procession slowly passing over the Silja
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=—~they saw horses, carriages, and men; but they had
no appearance of any thing real, but of awful shade
forms.

* That is what is called, Hagring,*”* said Siri. “More
than once have I seen this, but never yet 2o as at this
time. I always feel a sort of awe at the sight of such
apparitions, although I am aware that they are of no
signification. Can you tell me what this is intended to
represent,—a funeral or nuptial procession? If a
wedding procession, then it is a prophecy for you; and
if a funeral procession, then it is for me!”

“ Siri, you muat not speak se!—A funeral proces-
sion for you!’’

¢ Do you see !—do you see? it is moving on towards
the church of Solleré!—The little white church!
always whenever I behold it I feel such a pain about
my heart. I would fain lie there in the church-yard, .
and you and the maidens of Solleré should scatter
flowers over my grave. But the bells of Mora should
toll for me: the bells of Mora are so beautiful 1” , ., ,

“ My little Siri! you are not aware how deeply you

* Hagringar is a common phenomenon on the lakes of Dale-
carlia, in frosty winter mornings, and exhibit either sail-
ing vessels, or magnificent edifices, armies, or moving pro-
cessions of the kind, such as Siri here describes. The Dalecar-
Han, who reluctantly speaks of those dark powers, though he
believes in them, neither makes mention of the Hagringar, nct
oven when he sees them ; but he takes care when passing over
the lake in winter, not to follow the shades which he thus sees
moving over the ice. A minister in Mora one morning, pointed
vat a splendid Hagring to a Dalecarlian, and said,~—* Do you
see that?’ The Dalecarlian contemplated the spectacle awhile,
and sald,—* Yes, I see it!* turned himself round and went
away.
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pain me when you speak s0,” said Walborg, almost
irritably. “ You know net how empty the world would
be to me were you to depart from it. Ah! not until I
began to be fond of you have I began to think that life
can have any charm. And I have thought that we
might become increasingly happier and more happy
together: and now you wish to die!”’

“No! then J will live!” exclaimed SiH, and
clasped Walborg ardently in herarms.  Walborg, what
you say makes me happy ; we will henceforth live to-
gether as sisters, and follow each other in the funeral as
well as in the nuptial procession,—shall we not?*’

“Yes,” said Walborg, and laughed and kissed the
still pale cheeks, so that they again bloomed afresh.
% Yes, we will never separate from one another!*

“ Only think,” continued Siri, merrily, “only think
if both of us were to get married on one day! Butno;
such will not be the case; but you will get married,
and I will come and live with you and your husband!
He shall be my friend and my brother; and I will
play with your children and take them out into the
fields and into the wood. Ah! we shall spend an un-
speakably happy life together! )

The spectral current of vapours moved farther and
farther, while the young maidens were weaving their
rose-dreams for the future—it resembled far more a
funeral than a nuptial procession. At length it dis-
appeared behind the church. Meanwhile the morning
had lost its beauty; the roseate clouds were changed
into grey, and a thick frosty mist enveloped heaven
and earth.

Madame Ingeborg’s agreeable voice was then heard
in the court-yard, where she was cheerfully making
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preparations for the journey; and the young maidens
made haste to get themselves ready for it, as it was
purposed to set out immediately after breakfast. On
such occasious it frequently happened that there was
a noise,—a calling and running to and fro,—a racketing
and hammering in the house, 8o as to render the day
of departure a complete day of- turmoil and torment.
But here the harmonious character of Madame Inge-
borg exhibited its power; for with such ease—such
a liveliness and happy manner,—she knew how to give
directions to her people, that all trouble seemed to be
a pleasure, and their labour mere play work,

“If in heaven there be any journeying, then I am
sure it will be conducted in this way,” said Olof, quite
enraptured at this manner of procedure on the part
of his stepmother, and the cheerful and orderly move-
ments in the house at the same time. At ten o’clock
in the forenoon they were seated in the carriage and,
as if intending to give his blessing along with them on
the journey, the sun broke through the fog, and shone
upon the departing travellers,

And “Grandmother of Dalom ” cast a loving glance
on her endeared Mora, and with cordial expressions
and smilings she saluted the maid-servants, who had
collected round the carriage. She rode alone in her
own carriage with her husband. Walborg and Siri
rode in another, hired from the provost of Sollers, and
whose fate it was to be perpetually going about the
country on hire, which made the dull provostess won-
der that it could hold together so long. This marvel-
lous vehicle was driven by Olof. And the carriages
rolled rattling along over the frozen road towards Rats-
wik, along the shore of the Silja.
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“ What is it you are looking atso intently "’ inqguired
Walborg of Siri.

“I am looking to the South-berg,” answered the
latter. “See, how it throws off its fog-mantle and
hangs one of gold about it,—see, how solitary and
proudly it rears its prominent head with a crown of
clouds upon it, and with what majestic silence it over-
looks all the hills round about. Farewell, thou glori-
ous, wonderful mountain, farewell ! **

T believe, Siri,” said Walborg, smiling, “that you
think more of that mountain than of any human being.”

“ Not so much of the mountain as of its mountain
spirit,’ answered Siri, likewise smiling, but heavy-
hearted.

The party went to Rittwik, and from there to
Leksand, where the travellers were received in the
several parsonages with open arms and covered tables.
And the universally-beloved Madame Ingeborg, of
Mora, was every where honoured and hailed as
¢« Grandmother of Dalom,” and never had she a greater
stock of playful words and amusing riddles for her
friends.

Near Leksand, the travellers left the Sll;a and its
romantic banks. Their way to Fahlun was through a
country, whose dreariness and desolation can scarcely
be imagined. Here you find the stony Dalecarlia, and
in Dalecarlia you find the unsightly as well as the
beautiful with modesty. Yet the former is found in a
less measure than the latter.

1twas in the afternoon when this part of the journey
was made. The weather was foggy, but not cold, and
the grizzly air rendered the country still more dreary.
About a mile from Fahlun the scenes grew a little more
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agreeable in aspect; green fields became visible along
the roadside. Soon, at a little distance from one
another, white columns of smoke were seen rising out
of the earth ; this was the smoke of the copper-mines,
near Fahlun, which perpetually surrounds the city,—
which gives a dark colour to the houses in it, and
which frequently, especially in the winter, renders the
atmosphere so thick that you cannot see even three
yards before you. This smoke imparts a melancholy
appearance to the city, and is frequently observed at
a distance of many miles, according to the state of the
weather.

With intent curiosity, mingled with fear and dis-
quietude, sat Walborg and Siri, while the carriage
rolled over the terminated road, through the so-called
Miners’ Town, to Fahlun, which road greatly resem-
bled that of one leading to an abyss. Precipices and
mountains of dark-brown dross rise along the road,
and near the side other roads and mountains exhibit
themselves likewise of scoria; you ride through a
town of scorified metal: the road is black with it—all
that you see is black with it; wherever you look you
fancy you see the region of darkness before you. Yel-
lowish green water flows through various parts of the
town, and straight before you, where the road termi-
nates, you see brimstone-coloured flames rising. From
the sound of the carriages you fancy you are riding
upon undermined ground; and so it is too, for the
copper-mines pass right along underneath. It is so
awful, as to be—amusing, when people are in good
spirits. A hypochondriac must never think of going
there. The town then rises to view from out of its
smoky curtains with its church-steeples, on a back-
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ground of dark green acclivities. On the left side of
the town, (i.e. towards the mines,) a cloud-cascade had
carried away all trees and plants; the mountains lay
naked there, with their rolled masses of stone and
pools; only the straw of a species of grass, with
scorched corymbus, grows here, and between the bare
stones, which are here and there spotted by the black
Fahlun Moss. Any thing more unsightly and desolate
cannot be imagined. But on the other side of the
town the mountains are green and wood-crowned and
bave enchanting beautiful landscapes, with romantic
Iakes. And in the town within you get to see regular,
even-formed streets, and pleasant, neat-built houses,
and you soon get accustomed to the smoke, so that you
bardly notice it, unless the wind happens to blow in
the townward direction from the mines.

Qur travellers put up at the hotel, which is situate
at one end of the town, not far from the mines. And
who should stand here at the entrance gate to receive

_them, but Brigitta with her Adjunct, (we shall call
him “ Lecturer”’ in future,) and Lieutenant Lasse, who
all three raised a trio of welcomings, in which bass,
tenor, and treble joined together in the most cordial
harmony. :

Brigitta had made every arrangement in the inn for
the expected guests, and in the large saloon of the upper
storey stood a large coffee-table covered with a variety
of pastry and confectionary, around which the little
party soon was found happily assembled.

Here Brigitta related how she and her “dear little
old man’ had been looking around in Westeraas; how
they had there taken a house for the spring; and how
they intended to arrange matters there. As by this
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arrangement they did not wish to run into any debt,
and as they scarcely possessed aught wherewith to
furnish it, it was intended that it should be confined to ~
what is most necessary; and therefore they wished
to live in the beginning in unfurnished rooms in the
newly-built wooden-house which they had selected.
But all these arrangements, and all this economy with
the necessaries in eating and furniture, &c., turned
from Brigitta’s lips to something so remarkable and
humorous, that soon not one of the company was re-
maining who was not obliged to laugh right heartily.
The lecturer lay spread out with half of his body over
the coffee-table, so that, in fact, his face was not to be
seen, but yet it was observed that his body obviously
shook with laughing. By this he was thrown into a
violent perspiration ; and he himself observed, that after
this explosion—and another yet which we shall com-
municate after—a better state of health had entered
with him both as regards his body and spirits.

While the spirit of alacrity had risen to the highest
degree at the coffee-table, Siri went to a window and
looked out searchingly. Behind and above the low.
standing houses in the middle of the street rose the
walls and the mountains of the mines; and further in
the distance coloured flames were seen rising out of
the black crowded masses, which unevenly and wildly
were blazing up, and sending forth glittering bouquets
of sparks and flames towards the livid sky. These
flames proceeded from the houses where the copper is
melted. ‘They seemed as if beckoning to point out to
her the way to the mines. 8oftly she walked down the
stairs and out of the house, spoke in the court-yard to
a little boy ; who, upon her request, promised to ac<

r
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company her to the mines, and speedily hastened for-
ward en their way thither.

It was getting fast on to six o’clock in the afternoon,
and already deep twilight. Light asarose Siri hastened
over the black streets through the miner's town, and
sometimes looked round timidly, as if she feared
being pursued. Not a creature appeared upon the
dark paths, but an awful rushing of waterfalls and
lively flames followed her the further she advanced
forwards, and left the smelting-houses and the dross-
hills behind her. It was not to be wondered at if the
countenance of the young maiden was pale upon the
solitary road in these strange, gloomy, surrounding
parts; more wondrously appeared the beautiful, but
fearful joy which beamed in her countenance, while
through this region of death she hastened to the mines.
And now she was there where a subterranean giant
opens his jaws, like a monstrous mouth which for cen-
turies past has vomited immeasurable treasures of pre-
cious metal, together with those mountains, those roads,
that town of Scoria which now surrounds his borders.
Siri could not in the twilight overlook the gulf, the so-
called “ Stoten,” the vast, manifest opening of the
copper-mine, nor did she dare give it a thought. Her
heart bore her down into the dark, mysterious depth,
and she leaned over the low railing which surrounds
the opening, and looked down with a searching glance;
but all that she saw was an unfathomable abyss, and
from out of the depth beneath she heard the reports of
shots, and a hollow echo reverberate the sound ; she
heard stones falling, and felt the earth tremble beneath
her feet. Dizzy, and almost bereft of thought, she looked
down into the dark abyss, when suddenly she saw a
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Kttle light shine in the depth below; soon she saw
several, which were moving slowly and in a horizontal
direction. It was some time before Siri could dis-
tinguish that these lights were being carried by little,
living forms, and that these forms were human, of men
who with burning lights were coming up from the in-
terior of the mine, or from some still deeper places.®
‘With intent attention she watched the objects which
the lights gradually illuminated. Among these was a
hut, and not far from it a little green bush. At sight
of this she became glad, and fancied herself almost at
home there. She then saw how the light-bearers,
slowly walking one after another, began to ascend a
zigsag footpath which led to a door in the mine, through
which they gradually disappeared. It was just about
the time when the labourers who did not work during
the night in the pits, went up in order to betake them-
selves to their abodes. Conducted by the boy, Siri
then repaired along the brink of the opening to a little
wooden building which lay before it. The doors of it
stood open, and from within a large fire, which was
burning in a great chimney, hailed her with its brisk
flames. Thence was the descent to the mine. Thither
she went, and after a while the miners were seen coming
up the dark stairs in their black costume, and with
miners’ lamps in their hands.

We now return to the inn to the cheerful coffee-
party, which for some time yet continued to enjoy them-

#* The scene which 8irl here beholds takes place in a depth of
four-and-forty fath ly, at the b of the ‘“ Ststen,”
which opening has for the most part been formed by irruptions.
At the side in the walls of the mine are apertures and doors
leading into the hidden depths of the pit.

r2
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selves therei But Olof and Walborg hadmotioed Siri's
witbdrawal, and as het returm was lingering, Wl.lbot'
went out to look for her. - But she. in vain sought for
heér in the house; and as with secrét unessiness in-ber
Heart, she went down imto the eourt<yard, Olof met her
tn the deorway, inquiring after Siri. Walborg told
him how she had sought her, but could not find hen
From the domestics they learned upon inguiry, that
a young lady, a little while ago, had set out on her way
from the inn to the Mines. And soon Walborg and
Olof, silently, and arm in arm, repaired the same way.

“ How very awful it is here!* said Walborg once as
they passed the Miners’-town.

“ Are you timid 1" asked Olof,ndpreuedhern
to him.

“Ab,no, I am not! But Siri has gone this -q
alone.”

“ Walborg ! I believe you think a good deal of her?*

¢ Yes, more than I can express.”

“Ah! love her evermore! Remain a guiding friend
and a sister to her. She needs such an one. Perhaps
I may some day be a brother to her, but at present—I
find it difficult. However, I shall part from her with
an easier mind, now that I know she has you to attend
her.”

Walborg made no reply, and they bad not gone
many paces further, when they got sight of a shining
female form, lightly moving between the black hills.
Siri always wore light-coloured material for dresses,
and from this, as well as the light, quick gait, they
concluded that the luminous form must be 8iri's, and
‘therefore went direct towards her. This, howewer,

" weemed to make her unessy, for she went out of their
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Way, first to the right and. then ‘to the left; and then
suddenly disappeared behind & dross-hill.

“Excuse me! ‘Wait & moment for me!” said Olof,
hastily leaving Walborg, and running after the fugitive,

8iri—for it was she—fled with increased rapidity,
Anxiety and fear furnished her with wings. Olof they
inspired with other feelings.

Oh! how comes it, that that, which flees frem us~
if it is a beloved object-— becomes so inexpreusibly
dear to us, dearer than ever before, so that we could
saorifice all to attain it and hold it fast? 8o it was
mnow with Olof. Besides this, he felt a tormenting
fear, that Siri, in her inoonsiderate flight, might fall
dnto ome of the ditches filled with water, which in
various parts crossed the Miners’-town. With the ra~
pidity of lightaing he pursued her; within a few
minutes he had overtaken and recognised her, and with
& vehemence which, at that moment, quite overwhelmed
him, he held the trembling maiden fast, while at the
same time he pronounced her name.

They were not far from a smelting house: a bouquet
of wild sparkling flames scintillated forth out of it, and
brightly shone upon them. But wilder yet was the
enraged fire which sparkled out of Siri's dark eyes as
she turned her face towards Olof; but on her eyes
meeting his, the expression of them suddenly changed.
Cold and quick she said,—

“ Olof, it is you! Thaunk heaven!—I was afraid it
:was some other person. May I take hold of your
amm?”

.. “ Why do you expose yourself to such a danger?”
asaid Olof. It is wrong—it is an unjustifiahle con-
"dact both o yourself and towards us.”  Her coldness
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caused a feeling as of an ice-cold steel to run through
his breast.

¢ Forgive me!—Be not angry!” said Siri, almost
meekly to Olof and Walborg, whe had just overtaken
them. “I came from Stdten. I was seized with such
« desire to find it out myself, and never considered for
a moment that it was attended with danger. But 2
little boy who served me as a guide, related to me
some stories which made me timid, when I got sight of
‘you from the distance, without recognizing you. I was
just about returning then.”

Walborg and Olof said nothing; they were dis-
pleased with Biri, and silently they reached the inmn.
But on finding there all the family inquiriag after
them, they merely said, that they had all three been
visiting the neighbourhood about the mines. Siri
thanked them for this forbearance towards her with
looks full of the most cordial expression; and with
many child-like pleasant marks of devotion, Olof was
constrained to leave the room: he felt all at once that
he was both fond of, and angry with the girl at the
same time,

A sort of feverish fire shone in Siri's eyes that eve-
ning—she laughed, she smiled, and passed a thousand
different kinds of little jests, which put the Professor's
heart in high glee: but her humorousness was more
overstrained than natura.

Brigitta murmured a little. and said,—

“ Now I am sure we shall have such a running and
jumping after that mine as to be quite unbearable
and then Siri, I am quite sure, will turn crazy com-
Pletely, if she is not so already. I fancy to myself that
she will fall in love with the mountain king, or copper
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king at the bottom there; and then some fine day or
other she will in full earnest become the miner's wife,
and never come to daylight any more.”

“ But you, Brigitta, shall come down there to my
wedding !’ said Siri, wildly : *I shall prepare a feast
for you, and treat you with a verdigris soup, a roast of
scoria, and a copper cake, which shall be quite deli-
¢cious, I promise you.”

% Much obliged to you !—You may be so good as to
eat your awful copper dishes yourself; and as to going
down into the mine; that will never voluntarily suit
mie, at least as long as I live.”

«That I still hope you will!” said the Professor
smiling; “for next Monday, i. e. the day after to-
morrow, we purposé going down into the mine and
have a good look over it; and then I hope that you
will not leave us to ourselves. You too, Ingeborg, I
hope will join us?*

“Yes, to be sure; dear Gustavus!’’ said Madame
Ingeborg; “ I quite rejoice in anticipation of it.”" -

“Yes, but I should like to see the man who could
induce me to climb down into the mine,” said Bri-
gitta, with usort of expression. * No, I shall never get
there; because 1 would not, no not for all the butter
there is in the world.”

“Ah!" said the Professor, “Godelius shall per-
suade you to it.”

¢ He will be wise enough to let it alone,”’ said Bri-
gitta; “for else I shall be parted from him. I don’t
wish to see that horrible pit. I have heard people say
that they have known instances of persons who have
lost their senses merely from looking down into it; and
thelittle I have I certainly should like to keep as long
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a8 I can. No, no my dearest best unclé, let me re-
main quite undisturbed upon the earth above; that
suits me best, and is best too for others; for below.
there I certainly never shall be any better or more excel-
lent; that I can feel within myself.’

“ Ah, you must for all that acquiesce,” playfully said
the Professor; * for we are a strong majority against
you; and do but hear Brigitta,—all that you will lose
if you persist in your obstinacy,—do but merely hear
what I have latelyread:” And the Professor read
the following extract from a work of Hammerstrom,
entitled, * Curiosities of the Great Copper Mine.”

“Pmthomnry_otc-mlm()lg«ﬂm,hthomlm. '

“We were affrighted when we came to the mouth of
themine. With what features are we to sketch a pic-
ture of such an extraordinary and truly marvellous
prospect? From out of the earth a frightful wide and
deep gulf opens, which is surrounded by a railing, that
no one from a want of caution may rush precipitately
to the brink, and from fright of the monstrous depth,
turn giddy and fall in; and though you lean on the
railing, yet it darkens and glistens before your eyes.
‘When you are looking towards the bottom, and if then
you venture to look in more minutely, you perceive
in the depth men who are creeping to and fro, forwards
and backwards like birds, or rather like ants, for such
is their diminutive appearance. Wherever you look
things present themselves to your view, which each of
themselves are equally as wonderful as in conjunction
with one another; every thing is there mixed up to-
gether,—warmth and ice, light and darkness: one
might fancy it to be the priniitive chaos. On a more
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watchful attention you get to see all sorts of colours, of
copper, brass, vitriol, and sulphur—the one is pale,
the other green, another red, and another again yellow;
and just as the arms of all the gods were made in
Eolia, s0 it might be maintained that at that place the
rainbow is made and kept there.

“ Do you hear, Brigitta, you must after all said and
done, get to see the process of rainbow-making,” pur-
sued the Professor ; but Brigitta’s answer was inter-
rupted by the entrance of two strange gentlemen. The
Professor jumped up and embraced two good old friends
—Falk, the governor of the mines, and Bjork the in-
spector of the same,—who had left their country seats
and come to town in order to pay their respects to him
and his family.

The former was a man of about forty years of age,
with keen eyes and strong eye-brows,—vivacious, pre-
cise, energetic, with metal in tone and demeanour; a
strong and fresh nature, apparently created for break-
ing through mountains and surmounting all impedi-
ments by strength and perseverance. The other was a
noble but weak man, who bad experienced many adver-
sities, and suffered himself to be depressed by them.
Both frequently disputed together, but still always
seemed to cling to one another. Both thought highly
of our Professor, and bade him a cordial welcowe in
the ¢ copper-land.”

During supper the conversation fell on Dalecarlia
and its people; and many observations were made, all
tending to characterise this people. The Professor
and Ingeborg having regarded them in the light ot
love, spoke accordingly ; the governor of the mines, on
the other hand, viewed them more in that of contend~
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ing energy, and as a characteristic festure of the mind
and spirit of the Dalecarlians—that of their women he
thought he was less familiar with,—and of the manner
in which that people ought to be treated, he related the
following :—

% Colonel Vegesack was, during the Finland war, in
1809, commander of a battalion of life-guards, consist-
ing of Dalécarlians. One day he was to take posses-
sion of a fortress, arid addressed his people in that
guick and animating manner which cannot fail to in-
Kpire courage in an otherwise naturally brave people.
The Dalecarlians made the attack with the utmost
bravery, but encounteréd a no less powerful resistance,
and were repulsed with loss. Vegesack again re.
imustered his people; and addressed them in the fol-
lowing manner : ]

¢ Listen to me, my boys! We have been unsuccess-
ful this time, but you don’t look as if you intend to
allow yourselves to be thrashed by the Russians! If
you are of the same mind as I am, we will now give
thiem a sound lashing for havinig wislied to lash us.
Follow me | we will exert ourselves with all our might,
and then I'll warrant you, that within half an hour, we
shall have their redoubt and canons in our hands.
Forwards !—march !”’

But not one man of all the host stirred: )

The colonel looked around him with sevére glances:
% Yes, yes,” said he slowly, * I now see how the matter
stands. But I will also tell you the consequence of it.
Once more I intend to give the command of forward,
and the first man who will manifest the least sign of
disobedience I'll shoot him to the ground. You all
know your duty, and I know mine. Forward, march
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Buit the troop never stirred.

The colonel seizsed his pistel, levelled it on a man in
the foremost rank and fired. The soldier fell dead to
the ground.

Once more the colonel commanded, “ Forward;
march ! and all followed.

‘The attack, which was made with stormy impetuonty,
was crowned with success. The fortress was taken witht
all the canons, and the number of prisoners made ex-
ceeded that of the assailants. The conquest was
complete. But in the refractory and spite-bearing
mind of the Dalecarlians brooded bitterness and desire
of revenge against the man who had killed their bright
comrade, and who had led them into the battle by
force.

They deliberated together on some revenge, and ona
plan of assassinating the rigid commander. He was
informed of it, called them together, and addressed
them in the following words :

¢ I hear that you have grown angry with me because
1 have shot one of your comrades, and that you are
bent upon revenge. Very well, then, you shall have
an opportunity to gratify your desire

“ You know that twe sentinels generally guard the
entrance to my tent. This evening I shall dismiss
them, and will lay me down for fourteen nights with-
out a guard. On thie table near my bed, however, two
loaded pistols shall lie. Whoever of you is disposed to
come and fight with me is welcome.”

The Dalecarlians listened to these words with gloomy
eountenanees, and were silent.

Fourteen nights the colonel lay unguarded in the
midst of his mutinous troops. No one disturbed his
sleep.
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Afeer this tHal his mien fllowed: hite wiktherssctar
he wished, and were devoted to hizs even unto death.”

They likewise discussed the answer which a Dale.
carlian gave to Armfeldt, when the latter in the forast
of Tuna recdived a troop of thirty thousand Dalecar-
lians, who voluntarily had quitted their valleys in order
to serve their king in war, and promised to give them
honest and brave men for their leaders :

“ Yes, that’s most sensible, indeed, for if we should
find out any one who does not stand by us like an bonest
man, why then the bullet shall-be levelled against him
rather than against our enemy.”

Amid narrations and conversations of this kind the
evening quickly passed over. It waslate when the two
friends took leave of each other, yet notwithout having
first urged the promise of a longer reciprocated visit
on the part of the family of Mora to their country
residences.

The day after was a Sunday, and the family of Mora
repaired to the old copper-mine church. After the
sermon, and after the minister had read the usual
prayers, he paused for s moment, and then began again
with a warmer and more heartfelt expression :

¢ We thank thee, merciful God, for the asbundant
gifts, and the manifold blessings which thou hast be-
stowed upon this place out of the depth of the earth
and from the hard stony cliffs, and: we pray shavic
may please Thee to vouchsafe unto.us the continuance
and preservation of these precisus gifts furthermore,
and to grant us grace to use these thy.blessings with
thankfuiness of heart: all tothe glory of Thy boly name.
Preserve, oh God! all those whoe. labour in the deep
and.perilous places of the carth from.hurt and:dangovs,
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and-all- evils; and give them) grace; that they may have
Thee ever before their eyes; commit themselves body;
and svul into thy hands ¢ ever be mindful of the dan-
gers which are impendiog over them; and be so fully
prepared whensoever any danger should overtake
them, as to depart. hence savingly and everlastingly
blessed, through the merits of thy Son, Jesus Christ,
our Lord. Amen.’”

For centuries past has this prayer been read in the
mining places of Dalecarlia; but never yet, perhaps,
bad the words of it laid such hold upon the heart as
at this hour. Walborg saw Siri tremble as she sank
down upon her knees; but he had no conception of
her deep emotion.

On divine service being ended, and cur travellers
walking about to take a nearer view of the church,.
they were directed to a tomb in it which was connected
with a touching example of faithful love.

In the year 1719, while digging in the Maardskin-
mine, in & depth of eighty-two fathoms, a body of a
young man was found who was in a perfectly good
state of preservation, but had changed into a sort of
petrifaction. He was brought up into the open air,
and great multitudes of people collected together to
see this phenomenon, Among these was a poor old
woman, who an getting sight of the dead man ex-
claimed : “ It is he |—That’s Mat. Israelson!’ They
then remembered that in the year 1670, some part of
that mine had given way, and that on that occasion a
miner of the name of Mat. Israelson had disappeared.
Soon they ascertained as a positive fact, that he it was
who was just found again, after he had lain buried by
the gverturned earth pearly fifty years in the depth of
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the mine. The old woman had recognised the be-
throthed bridegroom of her youth again, and begged
that it might he permitted to her to bury his

In the evening of that day the family of Mora were
invited to one of the most wealthy miners in the town,
Lieutenant Lasse danced long before anticipatingly in
his mind, and played with great power on the piano in
the large saloon of the hotel, LesPlaisirs deFahlun, grande
valse composée pas J. W. Fiagge. In the midst of this
course, the young maidens came out of their yooms
dressed for the festivity of the evening, and Lieutenant
Lasse left Les Plaisirs de Fahlun, in order to compli-
ment his sister and cousins, and to make his ohserva-
tions on their toilet. They proved very good for
Walborg and Siri, but less so for Brigitta, whose head
the Lieutenant considered specially as “ over-oval and
globular.” She ought to put up a few flowers, or at
least a bow of ribbon, was Lieutenant Lasse’s opinion.

Brigitta was constrained to agree with him in this,
but—she had no ribbon, and she was obliged to make
shift without a bow, just as it was.

“ Ah, I can help you to a bow, I dare say; you can
have one this evening of me /*’ said Lieutenant Lasse,
and hastened out. .

“A bow?" exclaimed Brigitta; “how does he come
by a bow t—That thing was not gotten by fair means;
we shall find out that he has taken it from somebody.
I mean to look sharp after him. See there he comes
with . . . . a magnificent ribbon-bow !

¢ From whom have you gotten it, Lasse ; that is to
say, from whom have you taken it?—Is it from Mimi
Oesterdal, in Westeraas, before whom you figured so
mightily at Domprobstens? It appears to me as if
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you are blushing—most probably your conscience
smites you a little. It would be a very good thing
too, if I could get to know whose bow this is.—
Besides, you shall have many thanks, my little Lasse,
You may depend upen it that you will never geta sight
of it again.” i

“ It dropped from her in the dance,” said Lieutenant
Lasse, in self-defence, and with some embarrassment.

“Yes, to be sure, and you took it up and pressed it
to your heart,—wasn’t thatit? The blessed courtiers!
—the cavaliers who turn the young girls’ heads, and
steal their bows from them, and make them believe
that they wish to have hearts along with them; and
who then afterwards care very little for either or both!
Of a truth, they ought to be locked up. In the mean
time I shall return Mimi’s bows to her myself.—
N. B. After I have made use of it one or two evenings,
and she shall get to know who . . . .”

¢ No, not for all there is in the world . .. .”

“Yes, for all there is in the world,—that’s the very
thing she shall get to know; and we will have a good
laugh overit. Mimi Oesterdal isa sensible girl, Don’t
you think that she would much rather have her bow
than your heart ?—Such a splendid bow,—there are at
the very least, three-quarters of a yard of silk ribbon
in it1—I’ll warrant you that she will be highly pleased
to getit back. Ionly wonder what white sash or neck-
erchief, or bow, you will appropriate to yourself here in
the town. Heaven keep me! what a troublesome
office I have gotten in this world, of watching over all
the propensities of a brother, and of taking care of all
the lost articles of dress for all my lite sisters-in-
law.
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I really wish the proper sister-in-law would only com

in order to put all things in order. But this evemng
I mean to keep my eye upon you, Lasse; that you may
rely upon.”

Lieutenant Lasse disengaged himself from a little
embarrassment of a sharp lecture, which was thus
delivered to him by Brigitta in Walborg's presence, by
a hearty laugh, and then threw himself with a sort of
phrensy anew into * les plaisirs de Fahlun.”" Walborg
and Brigitta began to waltz together. The new
lecturer waltzed solo behind them. But now Madame
Ingeborg came, and called them to get themselves
ready for the real ball.

Of this we will merely mention that Lieutenant
Lasse divided himself there between three beautiful
young ladies, and that Brigitta often followed with in-
quiring looks her three new “little sisters-in-law,” as
well as the “divided heart,” as Lieutenant Lasse was
called that evening, in consequence of his divided, but
vivacious courtings.

‘Walborg distinguished hereelf by her beautiful danc-
ing and Olof performed more than one dance with her.
Siri sat still, would not dance, excused herself on ac-
count of a pain in her foot, was pale, but pleasant and
cautious, and sat a good deal beside her foster-father,
casting up to him from time to time a eharming,
modestly inquiring glance, which seemed to say:
¢ Are you fond of your Siri?"

Brigitta was constantly in the dance, was delighted
and interested, and soon became a great favourite with
the whole company.

8o much for * les plaisirs de Fahlun.”

The following day the mine was to be visited. Al

|
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ready early in the morning Lieutenant Lasse greeted
thie young ladies with the following song :—

4 Up, brothers, the miner’s taper light !
Forward, while duty leads us right!
Dark is the way, but as we go,
Brighter will seem the depth below.

And though through shafts obscure it lead,
‘With eautious step we'll d tread ;
And be it far and be it long,

Yot longer still shall be our song.

And while the mountains open stay,
8ball hope, renewed, pursue the way
‘Which leads us to a world more grand
Than 'neath the avure sky doth stand.

. And that wide world is ours alone,
And far and clear her fame is known,
‘Thousands of years have passed her o'er,
And sbe shall be for evermore !

Above °t is glorious and sweet,

But nobler splendour here doth meet
‘The ey¢ below in qur dark land,
‘Where endless riches round us stand,

Such foy can nought on earth bestow,
As from the metal prize we know,
‘Where shining from the depths of night,
It greets us with its daasling light."*

This cheerful miner’s song (which contains more
verses than we have quoted here,) and which at one
time resounded dsy and night, and still resounds in the

* Song of the Miners of the famous copper-mine of Kronings.
vird,
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depth of the copper-mine, Siri was most particularly
taken with, and soon she vied with Lasse in singing:

# Up, brothers, the miner's taper light,” &c.

The words of the song contributed in inflaming her
otherwise already excited imagination by the * eighth
wonder of the world,” asthe copper-mines of Fahlun
were called. Her eyes beamed with longing desires to
inspect different spots and places there which she had
heard mentioned, and of which she remembered: the
Juvel, the crown, the copper-drake, the black-knight,
Odin, Loke, the Mitgaards-serpent, the imperial globe
(with a cross on it, as an emblem of imperial power,)
the North-star, the Silver-place, the King’s-saloon, the
Prince of Peace, and so forth. She felt especially curious
to see the copper-drake, which she fancied to be the
genius of the copper-mine, and moreover imagined to
herself as awful. For the fiery soul of the young
maiden sported images, grand and marvellous, as those
which ancient northern legends had exhibited to herin
the fantastic hall of the mountain-king.

Brigitta mean time firmly adhered to her resolution
not to descend into the mine—yea, not even once to
look down into it. She sat herself down to write a
letter, and let the others all go awzy after she had
charged them, and most especially Siri and her lecturer,
to be sure and take care of themselves. The rest were
allin a particularly gay and curious mood. Madame
Ingeborg went as to a2 merry feast, and nought but
jestings and humorous remarks were heard on the way
through the gloomy Miner's-town, and through the
smoke of the clay furnaces, which resembled gigantic
clouds. Through this smoke not one, however, went
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unpunished ; for tears ran from the eyes of the one,
others sneezed desperately; others, again, were ready
to choke with coughing, for the wind blew right across
the way; and with the lecturer it settled on his chest,
so that he almost turned sick with i

“ Heaven grant that the smoke may never cease! *’
was the expression of Queen Christina, on visiting the
mines of Fahlun, on some concern being manifested of
the smoke becoming troublesome to her.

The Professor reminded the lecturer of this, but
the latter expressed great contempt for the Queen
and her taste; and Lieutenant Lasse thought that the
Miner’s-town and the smoke, belonged to the ‘“‘de
plaisirs de Fahlun,” and was studiously engaged with
the composition of a new waltz on that subject with
strong smoke effect. He had no doubt of its suffocating
power, just as “the Abbé Vogler so faithfully imi-
tated the tempest on the piano as to turn the milk in
the cellar sour by it.”

Into the Miner's-hall, a beautiful building with a
tower and clock, which was about fifty paces distant
from the large opening of the mine, and lay straight
before the main entrance of it, the travellers turned in,
in order to array themselves in the miner’s attire, as
is the custom with all the visitors of the mine. This
costume consists of a black blouse embroidered about
the shoulders, a leathern belt with buckles, which is
clasped round the waist, and a kind of beaver hat with
a broad brim. Thus one is considered as sufficiently
secured against the smoke and soot in the mine, and
the dropping humidity in the passages.

“ Dear bless us ! how singular you look ! ”* exclaimed

-]
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Madame Ingeboerg; as she gazed on Walborg and Sixi
4¢but, I dare eay, 1 don’t look much better.”

....A hearty laugh then succeeded as they were all eye-
‘ing one another.

Acocompanied by two leaders in a similar dress, who
Iooked as if they were of the race of giants, the mine-
visitors now repaired from the miner's-hall, over the
stoms-paved way towards the little lodge near the mouth
of the mine, which is called the Shqft Descending-room,
as the descent there begins. There in alarge chimney
burns a fire, which is called the “everlasting,” for
there it continues to burn from time immemorial;
they do not remember the day when it was kindled,
nor any more the day when it was extinguished.
Through the countless centuries in which the mine was
worked, this fire has also continued to burn. Even at
a time when the mine was almost entirely fallen in,
and no work was going on in it, the miners would not
allow the fire to go out im the descending-room. It
seems as if it were looked upon as the mine’s vital
principle.

At this fire the leaders lighted their miner’s-lamps,
which were composed of long fir-chips, fastened at the
bottom by a copperring. The other men also, together
with Madame Ingeborg, haa each their miner's lamp
in their band. Lieutenant Lasse sang:

¢ Up, brothers, the miner’s taper-light,” &e.

And then began the descent over a dark staircase,
which with breaks, winds down spirally to a depth of
four-and-forty fathoms into the mine.

During the descent the foremost leader called the
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different stulm® by their names,~—as for instance,~-
the new landing-storey, the nether-furnace, the slieking
process, the Liibecker's magic-hall, Tilas, Ubi Sunt,
and the peasant’s-room, where the peasants formerly
had a sort of stable for their horses, which they bronght
down for working in the mine. And here our wanderers
saw daylight penetrating through a door in the moun-
tain ; through this door tbey came out into the Stéten,
saw over their heads the azure sky, and themselves in
the midst of the giant’s jaws, whose width from
north to south is one hundred and twenty, and from
east to west eighty-six fathoms. Here you contem-
plate the layers of undefined metal and species of
stone which in large sheets, red, yellow and green
marbled, form the walls of the mine-crater. Olof gave
some explanation of the names of the undefined metals
and species of stone. Siri meantime contemplated
ouly the little forge in the centre of the Stite, which
she had perceived on the evening previous, and the
green elder by the side of it, which stood there so fresh
and pleasant in the hard metallic mountain.
. After they had contemplated the Stite, and breathed
* the winterly air which wafted towards them from the
never-melting ice-layers of the Ambrus-shaft, they
went back into the mine in order to form an acquaint-
ance with its bowels.

There have been learned men who have traced back
the origin of the copper-mines of Fahlun to Tubal-
Cain, *“the instructor of every artificer in brass and
iron,” who is spoken of in the first book of Moses,
called Genesis. Certain it is that their mining-werk
extends back and is lost in the legendary age, when

* Min. T —strsam-works; horizontal works of s mine
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the ingenious race of dwarfs forged in every mountain,
and when the nations of the south looked to the north,
as to the country of treasures and mountain-goblins.
Upwards of twelve hundred men, at one time,
were formerly employed in this subterranean world,
which, in its monstrous labyrinth of passages, shafts,
chasms, and halls, represent an undermined nether-
world, an ideal of the palace of the mountain-king.
They say that it takes eight days to walk through all
these places from the Stulm “ TERRA NOVA "’ to “ where ? "
which, in a depth of nearly two hundred fathoms, com-
poses the bottom of the mine. The manifold and pic-
turesque names of these rooms and halls proceed from
all periods of history, from the region of fancy as well
as of reality, and contribute in imparting to them a
romantic existence to the imagination. Almost all the
kings and queens of Sweden have visited this mine.
Charles the IX., whose heart seemed to have much of
the nature and character of the mine—except that it
beat so warmly for the tender woman, his beloved first
consort, to whose honour and memory he founded, and
after whom he named, the two cities,  Marienfried,”
(Mary’s peace) and “ Marienstadt,”” (Mary’s-town)—
Charles IX. was extremely fond of this mine, fre-
quently sojourned there, and called it “ Sweden's for-
tune,” just as it was his wish that the large Stulm
should be called “ God's-gift Stulm.” And his noble
son, Gustavus Adolphus, on entering into one of those
halls of the mine, where the copper-ore glittered from
the walls, the roof, and the floor, exclaimed :

¢ Where indeed is a potentate to be found who has
such a palace as that in which we now are?”

But notwithstanding all this, Siri could not here
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find the palaces, the beautiful nether-world, of which
she had dreamed, and which seemed to respond to the
name, “ Juvel, crown,” and so forth. There was ever
and ever the same darkness, the same vaulted passages,
the same spacious, empty halls and shafts, from which
eternal night seemed to peer forth; there was every-
where the same damp cold air, the same humidity
dropping down from above, which frequently rendered
the floor slippery. True, the mine-walls glittered
brilliantly, when the miner’s lamp shone upon them,
or was hung up upon them, and ejected sparks, but
there was a cold, colourless magnificence, which left
the mind and soul cold and frigid. In the passages
miners were frequently met, with their lamps in their
hands, in black garments, and with serious, pale, and
blackened faces, slow, heavy steps—the life in the
mine did not seem to be a happy one; and with every
moment Siri’s eyes became more dim, her heart more
compressed ; she would not have been surprised if any
one had told her that the most awful of all the diseases
of men—insanity, was one of the most prevalent among
these subterranean labourers.

After the company had seen, near the * 4dolphus-
Frederic Shaft,” the “ Princely Crown,” which formerly
was one of the richest working stulms in the mine, but
was now just as black and empty as the rest, they went
through Tunkart's Experiment, past Prince-Oscar-Path,
to the Fisher,and from there past the metal excavations
of Grasike, Kraftkion, and Gdse, and the shaft of
Louise- Ulrike, to the Hummer.

¢ Here is the Hummer [ said the leader, as he
halted near the opening of an immense rotunda.
“Here, formerly, a small bridge or staircase, with a
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railing, went eloug the wall, so ¢hat you cowld walk.
right round it. But the chasm fs choked. up with
earth which has covered the greater part of it, 80 that
you cannot now go forward many steps iniit. Yet the
room is splendid! ] have caused the walks which
lead into this room, to be lighted up, that the company
may get a good view of the vault. Look yonder,
over our heads, where the three lights shine—that's
the way acroes to the Abbores and the Gésen. The
distance from it is twenty and odd fathoms. Anad
here in the depths beneath us, where we see the glim-
mering of the lights, that is the bottom of the Krgfe-
kion, to which the distance is fifteen fathoms.”

 And the little bridge to the left, which seems to be
pendant over the abyss, is it dangerous to .atep upon
it?” inquired Madame Ingeborg.

“Ah, no!” answered the leader, *a little way for-
ward you may venture, never fear.”” And so saying,
he went a few paces on the bridge, and turned about
his lamp, in order to exhibit it to light. Madame
Ingeborg followed the same example, as she stepped
forward to the opening of the rotunda. The strong
forth-flashing reflection quickly dissipated the shades
—as the lightning parts the clouds—and illaminated
at the same time the form of & tall man dressed in
black, who was standing alone on the narrow bridge,
near the partition of the filled chasm, and turned his
pale face to the entering strangers. At this sight Ma-
dame Ingeborg gave utterance to a faint, awful shriek,
staggered and sank insensibly to the ground. The
dark figure, however, was enveloped again in the
shades, out of which it had for a moment stepped
forward,
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Ia the interim of this, Brigitta was sitting at home
in tke inn, and wrote letters full of relations and com~
missions, to her three best friends in Stockholm. 8he
was herein interrupted by the governor of the mines,
Falk, who came to inquire after his friends of Mora.
When he learned that they were all most prohably in
the mine, he said:

It seems I have just come too late. My mtentaon
really was to dissuade them from a visit into the mine,
at least for a few days. On Friday, when I was below,
I heard a few groans, which I did not like; for when
the old beathen, the copper-sprite sighs and shakes
himself, why then he is not to be trusted altogether.”

“Why, good gracious Father in heaven!’ exclaimed
Brigitta, violently, throwing the table from her and
jumping up, “how can you come with things of this
sort now? Why that is most dreadful, I declare.
They are all Jost, lost! Ah! that abominable mine!
They will all perish together. My Adjunct, my Lec-
turer, my modest, charming, estimable Godelius!
My heavenly aunt! My uncle! Siri! And Lasse,
my poor boy! Oh, gracious heaven! I will away
thither immediately ; I will set heaven and earth in
motion ; I will go down myself into the depth of the

- earth; if I can only fetch them up again alive !’

“ But heaven keep us! Do not be so uneasy, pray,
my gracious friend!” exclaimed the chief of the
miners, vexed and yet at the same time amused at
Brigitta's warmth. “ It is not so dangerous,—certainly
not at all dangerous, inasmuch as nothing whatever
has been heard in the mine since Friday last; and
since that which was heard was as much as comes to
nothing. Certain it is, that before any thing serious
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occurs very different presages come; it was merely an
over excess of precaution, which . . . . But 1 will es-
cort you to the mine—the copper-man and I are old
acquaintances, and I understand all his ways very well.
I am not afraid of him.”

And soon Brigitta and the governar were on their
way to the abominable mines, which Brigitta had never
wished to see.

“ Only don't be 8o uneasy, pray, my most gracious
friend!’’ exhorted the governor on the way; *“and
don’t run so that you might fall, or perchance get into
a consumption. I declare to you that there is no dan-
ger there at all at present. For many years past every
thing has been quiet in the mine; at least no consi.
derable downfall has taken place since that serious one
in 1833 ; but that was really a remarkable occurrence.
It was on a Friday in the month of February, when
shocks and groans were heard, and in fact so violent that
it was readily perceived a considerable tumult would
be the consequence of it. Hence all the men were ac-
cordingly ordered out of the mine, and on Saturday
not a living soul was found in it. But as every thing
continued quiet in the mine, no fall took place, and
nothing more was heard than a little cracking, two
Jabourers stole down on Saturday to bring their ore
nearer to the shaft where it was to be taken up, and
continued thus occupied till late in the night. But
that very night, the night between Sunday und Mon-
day, the great fall took place which again filled up a
great part of the mine. At that time [ lived in the
miner’s hall, quite close to the mine, and there below
itrumbled and thundered as if the subterranean streamns
were 10 commotion. The doors in the house sprang
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open; the window panes rattled, and some split in
pieces: the same occurred in other places in the town.
Many people never closed an eye that night. But
those who fared the worst were the two labourers in the
mine below. When they heard that the fall had com-
menced, they wished to rush up, but they found the
ladder above them broken, and saw round about pieces
of rock falling down. They then wished to go to some
part where they thought there was less danger, but
even there the steps were destroyed; they were there-
fore obliged to take refuge in a trying-place* called
the Ocean, near the A4dolphus-shaft, and there they re-
mained the whole night without a light, for their
miners’ lamps were gone out, and while it roared and
thundered in the mountain as if hell itself had been let
loose. At length in the morning the noise had ceased,
when the people at the top, at the brink of the mine,
heard cries of distress through the Adolphus-shaft, and
they consequently let casks down. They happily suc-
ceeded in drawing the two men up, but more dead than
alive: the one was half nvmg, and both were very ill
for a long time after . . . .

¢ Ah, dear heaven! those are indeed frightful stories
which you have just related!” interrupted Brigitta in
her anguish of heart, “and that just at the present
time, when . . . . Why, dear bless me! who is that?
Is not that my Adjunct who is coming there, running
up to us through the dross-town ?—1Is it his ghost, or
is it he himself?"’

Saying this, Brigitta sprang towards the Adjunct

# Such is the literal meaning of the term in the original, ap-
plied to a place which has no outlet, but is excavaged like a cell
in the mine.
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and the Adjunct towards Brigitta, and beth met .tan
gether in a thick rust*-smoke, which lay over the
road. Brigitta, bowever, took no notice of it, but ex-
claimed,—

“ Is it you !—Are you alive? Have you kept all
your limbs, body, and soul together safe and sound?
‘Why do you come here so alone? Where are the rest ?
are they alive, or are they all dead? - Why don’t you
speak 1—speak, speak, speak, I say!”

¢ Apstshaw ! ** was the first sound wbich was heard
from the lips of the Adjunct. “I come . . . . Apate
shaw! in order to . . . . Apstshaw,—Apstshaw!"’

“God help youand us all!” sighed Brigitta. * Qnly
eay whether they are alive, or all dead ?”*

“ They are alive !—Apstshaw ! Apstshaw!"

“ All—uninjured ? "’

“ Yes, yes |—Apstsaaw] that confounded smoke {—
Apstshaw 11 shall choke—I shall choke {—Apstshaw !
Apstshaw | Apstshawkoi—a—atl ... .”

¢ Then pray do get out of the smoke, Godelius!™
exclaimed Brigitta, who then also began to sneege,
““ or else we shall both choke, and the comedy will turn
into a tragedy. Yes, that's nghtl here we can breathe
freely! Now tell me are you quite sure that tbey are
all alive, and that po pit has fallen in?”

“Yes, 1 am quite sure!’* assured the Adjunct.

““ And they bave all come out again safe and sound,
from out of that Leviathan’s jaw, and are again upon
God's green earth?

“Yes; but . . . . aunt has fallen into a swoon at

* The Swedish word rost, signifies a Iayer of ore, With wibd

and coal; in order to expel by meany of fire the Féil artioles
from {t.
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¥ botibm of "the-mine, and is now suffering a Yitde
from the effects of it. I am therefore come to request
you to go to her; for no one understands so well how
to go about with herasyou . . . .’

' % Ah, my dear heavenly aunt !—What- has- olte beéen
seized with 2—That abominable mine l—I wish it wer -
in Blaskulla!®

- “Yes, yes, and the rust-smoke along with itk
am in such a perspiration,ina . . . .”

#"#Ah, that will do you a deal of good, my little old

man! Ah! thank heaven! now then we are at last
out of the nuisance.”
" ‘Brigitta found Madame Ingeborg in the miners'-
hall. Siri had been conducted into the miners’-court,
a beautiful room resembling a gallery with different
likenesses. She had just been bled, and had also re-
covered from the swoon, but yet not to perfect con-
‘sciousness. With wild staring looks she asked :

“ Where am 1?7

“You are in the room of the miner's-court,” an-
swered her husband ; * you are with your own family.”
" # In the chamber of the miner's-court!’’ said Ma-
dame Ingeborg, raising herself up, and apparently
trying to recollect herself, “in the miner’s-court?
1s it not here where the criminals are tried? Am I
brought here to be tried ? ”

* Ingeborg! recollect yourself. Lookatme; don't
you know me again?"’

“Yes, you are my Gustavus!’’ said she with a
heavenly smile, “ my only friend, you shall defend me.
But hush! (whispering.) Who is that standing there ?**

And Madame Ingeborg’s eyes fixed themselves with
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a timorous glance on a full-length portrait of Guse
tavus I1X, inthat dark dress, with those harsh features,
that rigid, immoveable expression, and that singularly
trimmed bair, which forms a cross on the forehead,
just as they are found every where on the portraits of
that king.

On the name of the picture being mentioned to
Madame Ingeborg, she said:

“Oh, indeed! I took it for some other person.
Tell me....tell me, did any one of you see down at
the bottom of the mine.... on the bridge over the
precipice, a dark-looking man? Did nobody see him ¢

€ No l ”

Nobody had seen him. (The leader and Madame
Ingeborg, who stood in front of the opening, had most
probably screened the figure from the rest.)

“JIt was a delusion,” thought the Professor; ¢the
black depth turned you dizzy, and caused you to per-
ceive realities in mere shade forms. Such things are
not of rare occurrence.”

Madame Ingeborg was silent.

“Yes, it is very strange,” said she after awhile;
“and here in this place it is very strange, too; but I
dare say I am a strange being also.”

““ Aunt ought to sleep—should try to get a little
sleep,” said Brigitta, then pressing herself forwards:
“ Don’t you think so, dear uncle? We will lead aunt
into the adjoining little room, and then I will relate to
her the drollest stories that I know, or I will also set
myselfl opposite to her, and continue yawning uatil
she either falls asleep or laughing; and both will be
very salutary to her.”
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Madame Ingeborg was obliged to smile, and the
Adjunct.... that is, the Lecturer, cast a glance at
Brigitta, and said:

“Yes, yes, she gets some famous ideas into her
head, that she does.”

It was done as Brigitta proposed. Madame Inge-
borg, who had now almost come to perfect conscious-
ness, was conducted by her into an adjoining little
private-room in the judgment-hall, and there Brigitta
remained alone with her in order to be able to carry on
her somniferous arts undisturbed. The rest remained
in the hall, and the young people amused themselves
for a time with the contemnplation of the portraits of
the Wasa-kings, and different presidents of the College
for Miners and Metallurgists who graced the room,
and who with wise and sharp visages seemed to look
down upon the young folks who were coutemplating
tiem. Olof, who kept himself silent and gloomy for
a long time, revived again with the contemplation of
the beautiful collection of minerals, which were pre-
served in a glass case in the room, and was soon busy
in pointing out and explaining to his friends various
curiosities. Such is the nature of youth; the fresh
water springs up under a pressure,—and it is well
that it is so.

But the Professor stood there silent at a window, and
looked out of the room. A leaden, heavy cloud, had
overcast the sky, and lay gloomily over the opening of
the mine over the black Dross-town around it, and over
the naked, desolate mountains on the right hand. And
it seemed to him as if the cloud, of which his wife had
shortly before been speaking, had now been realised,
and impended, pregnant with inauspiciousness, ovet
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their heads. He had not seen the cause of her faint~
ing in the mine; no defined object, no distinct image
hovered threateningly before him ; but he felt himself
oppressed by a burning uneasiness, by inauspicious
forebodings, for which he could not clearly account,
and which he in vain endeavoured to combat.

In this state of mind it was very agreeable to him
that his two friends, Falk and Bjork, came to him.
He sent the young people back to the inn, in order to
dine there, and stayed with the two friends. He
himself after a while led-the conversation to the thought
which now occupied his mind, to the disaster, and the
share which the accidental fate of a man and his own
guilt have in it. Melancholy Bjork laid the blame al-
most exclusively on fate, and was inclined to say with
Solomon the Wise: “ It happeneth unto the righteous
as unto the wicked.”

“ Fate!” exclaimed the governor, * I know of nought
more empty than that word, and no power more im-
potent than this, namely—if strength of will rests in
the breast to wrestle with it. By patience and per-
severance every thing may be overcome; that is a
doctrine which the copper-mine preaches here, in
rivalry with the great man who at this place took fate
into his power and forced it to his side, into his service,
after he had long been haunted by his caprices, and had
been obliged to experience its hardest blows. Contem-
plate Gustavus Wasa in his period of misfortune, see
him a captive, deprived of his futher and friends by
the massacre of Stockholm, and afterwards of all his
preperty ; see him a fugitive in his own father-land,
wandering abeut in the disguise of a peasant in the
‘valleys, solitary, pursued by tyrants; compelled to
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tohide himself soon under a cut-down fir-tree ; soon
under the earth; under bridges; in straw, and even
there wounded by the spears of the enemy; see him
desplsed, betrayed, perpetually threatened with de-
struction ; and with all this perpetually rising up again
with the same thought, the same mind, the same pur-
pose ; namely, of collecting Swedish people for Sweden's
deliverance. See him combatting with the pusillan-
imity or coldness of men, never to be weary in warning
them; and finally, see how he gains the people’s ears,
wina the people’s hearts; see how they join him, and
devote therselves to him as his life-guards, and at-
tendants in life and death! Hither to Fablun it was,
where with his four hundred men he marched from
Mora ;. here it was where he first became the conguerot
of his enemies; where he for the first time raised the
banner of Sweden’s liherty ; here it was where he com-
menced bis career of victory, which did not stop until
he had made his father-land free, and raised himself
upon its throne by the free choice of the people. See,
that is a conflict with fate which clea.rly shows of what
signification is its power. No, not here in this country,
before the men of the copper-mine, is it proper to
speak of the power of fate: here we ought to speak of
the power of the will!”
¢ That’s all very fine and glorious ! and we may read

allthat in Swedish history by Geijer and Strinnholm, and

in that by Fryxal; indeed, wehave often talked about
it already,” said Bjork, not. in the least strengthened -
by the patriotic outbreak of his friend; ¢ but I am of
opinion that our history is a little in want of examples
to the contrary as that of any other country. I mean
to say that wecan also show forth more than one martyr

R
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of purpose and noble efforts, whose endeavours termi.
nated in a total failure of success. Virtue, good-will,
and perseverance, may be equally great with two per-
sons; but the one triumphs over adversity, the other
sinks under it; that is, the one has luck, the other ill-
luck : that’s the great difference between them ; and
when that manifests itself sooner or later in a man’a
life, it does not at all alter the circumstances. Engel-
brecht, for instance, was an equally, if not nobler man
than Gustavus Wasa; he struggled for the same cause
and in the same manner, and be fell by the hand of an
assassin before he had completed his work."”
- “But he bad, at all events, laid the foundation for
the superstructure which was afterwards reared,” said
Nordenwall, ‘ As for the rest you are right. You
are right in this respect, that earthly fortune does not
always engage in the service of juatice that blind. fats
is @ power upon earth. But above it stands Pravidence,
with justice for its balance, with eternity in his hand,
and continues where its power ceases, and finishes what
is left unfinished. The power of earthly fate extends
as far as death ; the doctrines of religion, which have
opened to us the path beyond this earthly one, have
also shown us the prize of victory on yonder side, both
for man himself as well as for the good cause of his
warfare, And no man is so strong as he who lives and
fights in this consciousness. Hence Gustavus Adolphus
the great is a far more pleasing and nobler pattern to
- me, than Gustavus Wasa. It is indeed a glorious pic-
rture to hehold, how he with prayer and sword, and with
his war-song: * Fear not, thou little flock 1’ goes forth
“with his little band against half a world, contending
{or ths libergv of faith. And the joyousspirit of heroism,
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which ever caused him to be foremost, and in whichhe
answered : *The Lord God omnipotent ever liveth and
reigneth ! * whenever he was entreated to spare his
Iife ; see, that is a spiritwhich T admire. ¥t is a plea-
sure to see how even derision—a weapon so dreaded
by many—becomes itself turned into ridicule befere
his gravity. What sport was not made in Austria of
his design; how did they not mock and laugh about
him at the court of Vienna, where they applied the
epithet to him of the ‘Bnow-king,’ and so forth. But
the Snow-king went forward, and grew and increased
until his avalanche made the imperial city and crown
tremble, Hé died in the very midst of his victorious
career, and in this way succumbed to his earthly des-
tiny: but—was the victory on that account any less
perfect? He himself was removed from the power of
earthly fate, and the protestant world honours him to
this very day, as their deliverer. The fault with us is,
that when we judge of a life and its efforts, we gene-
rally take a too low standard of measurement.”

“ You are quiteright, my brother,” said the governor;
#but you must not deny old king Gosta the hope which
you commend in his grandson. Of him too, we know
that he built his house upon a stronger foundation than
his own strength, just as he has expressed it in his own

hymn :

4Oh, Swedes, on God implicitly rely.
And evermore pray too him fervently ! * ”

¢ Brother Nordenwall, compose me this hymn, and

then 1 will endeavour to prevail upon the miners to

sing it during -their morning worship. That will
R 2
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strengthen them in a more salutary manmer than the
brandy-potation, of which theyare so excessively fond.”

In the room adjoining, Madame Ingeborg had juss
said to Brigitta:

“ Open the door a little, Brigitta. I hear Gustavus's
woice, and that voice is dearer to me than the finest
music. Hush! Now I can apprehend his words too.”

The visit of the physician interrupted the conversa-
tion of the friends. He found Madame Ingeborg
better, but still in an excited state. He prescribed
several soothing medicines, and with it the utmost ex-

" ternal and internal quietness.

In consequence hereof, it was determined that she
should quietly remain over-night in the miner’s hall,
and the Professor with her. Madame Ingeborg her-
self was very well satisfied with this resolution. When
the young people, however, on their return from the
inn, were informed that they were to return to it again
for the night, they were quite confounded, and each
one said: *“ May not J remain here?”

“ No, not one of you,” said Madame Ingeborg,
pleasantly, “nobody except my husband. My night
will perhaps be uneasy, and this night 1 will not dis-
turb or trouble any one else, excepting him. A pretty
proof of affection!” added she, with a sorrowful but
love-replete smile, to which her husband
with a cordial—*“ That’s just as it should be!”

But Siri meekly bent her knee before Madame
Ingeborg's couch, laid her head on her feet, and said:
. * Let me stay here for the night!”

The voice with which she entreated had a something
1n it irresistible. The Professor said:
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“Let the girl stay here with us,. Ingeborg! I'll
take all the responsibility upon myself.” .

And s0 it was decided. Not long afterwards they
wll took leave of one another for the night, as they
were anxious to let Madame Ingeborg get to rest as
soon as possible. Olof lingered a little lcnger than
the rest, for he wished to bid Siri good-night, or more,
correctly—though he would not himself concede it—
to see her for a moment alone, and obtain a kind word,
a pleasant look, from her. Ah! the poor heart, in
which love dwells, is as the source of Iceland, in whose
depth, invisible flames are boiling. In the middle of
winter, out of the midst of the snow, its water-spouts
spring forth with volcanic power. And though they
spill their tears on hard rocks and cold snow, and hurl
their stones, yet pay they no regard to it—they afill
continue to spout and to boil.

8iri was not in the room just at the moment; he
saw somebody, who stood there as if waiting for some
one, Who wasit? Ah! he had no occasien to in-
quire. The first wotion in his heart had, more than
ber light form, proclaimed Siri. He stood still. Wild
and painful was the tempest in his breact. She too
moved not, and he only heard her voice, penetrating ag
it were into his breast, as she said:

“ Olof, are you angry with me?”

Olof made no reply. A momentary change was go-
ing on within bim. Siri’s mysterious demeancur, all
hat he bad suffered for her sake, interposed like a dark
body between them, just at the very moment when she

hed him so meekly, o penitently, andhardened
him aguinst her. A desire for revenge was working
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in his heart. When generous hearts come to such~
like feelings, it is sinful of them. -

Again he heard the mild voice:

“OQlof! you are angry with me. I am not surprised
at it; notwithstanding, I bave a favour to ask of yeu.”

8iri went up to him, handed him a sealed letter, and
said :

“Take this letter, and—take care of it. Take care
of it, as if the keeper of the most precious treasure,
But on some future day, when I shall give you.permis-
sion, or, when—I am dead, then break its seal; read
it, and when you have read it—bam it; let no one then
know what it contained. For therein is recorded—imy
secret. 1 have written every thing down. But noliving
soul shall know it except yon. But you Olof, shall one
day know, that she whom you have protected, towards
whom you have been sa generous, so kind, was not
tunworthy of it. I now resign into your hands that
which is of more importance to me than my life, and
«—feel no scruples in doing so. So great is my faith ia
you and your honour, I know that you will act strictly
. in conformity with my request.”

Olof took the letter, but continued silent. This
seemed to pain Siri. She gazed on him, mournfully
inquiringly with her beautiful, remarkable eyes, with
her touching feature about her lips, and said :

- #Olof! I have so joyfully loocked forwaxd to this
moment, from whenceforth I should no longer stand
‘before youjwrapped in darkness. . .. Soon we must part,
and heaven knows, how and for how long! It would
be a comfort to me, could I believe that you, of whem
"J shall ever think as of my best friend, also think

)
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friendly of me and entertain the like feelings towards-
me. You once, when we used to play together, called:
me sister. This name is so dear to me. Oh! can you
not give me this name again, and that in earnest?
Olof, cannot and will you not receive me again, and
love me as a brother, now and ever? It seems to me
as if then my way would. go on lighter; I believe that
life would then be easier to—us both!”’

There was a something so simple, so earnest and
cordial at the same time, in Siri’s manner and expres-
sion, that Olof became, as it were, penetrated by a
new, fresh feeling. It dropped like a soothing dew on
the wild glow in his soul, where love and disaffection
were in conflict together. He felt himself again
changed ; and when now he once more pressed the young
maiden to his heart, as a beloved sister, and her head
fingered again on his breast, so mild, so full of confi-
dence, just as the first time it was dome in pain and
tordiality, his heart raised itself up anew; he felt him-
self strong over his own weakness, and renewed the
Yow of being her brother and friend.

With a hearty “God bless you, my sister!” he in-
clined over her—and hastened away. 8irilooked after
him. Her eyes sparkled in a suffusion of tears, but
joyously, as when one has seen something noble and
beautiful. ) .

She then went softly into the room, and after bidding
her foster-parents good-night, withdrew into the
smaller chamber, where she was to pass the night, on
the sofa. The only window in that room went to the
mining-place; and timorously and full of misgivings
she dwelt near it. .

The two married people were in the large room.



264 LIFE IN DALECARLIA.

Madame Ingeborg, owing to a considerable rush of.
blood to the heart, could not endure a lying posture,
and therefore sat up in a large easy chair. Now every
thing around her was still and silent. The night-lamp
burnt with a steady, but dull reflection, and beside his
wife sat the Professor, watching over her with the eye
of faithful affection. Notwithstanding, Madame Inge-
borg got not a moment of repose.

_ Ever and again she fearfully raised her eye towards
the portrait of Charles IX., zs if in him she had seen
the precursor of a chastising judge, some avenging
fatality. And yet that dreaded king was himself almost
a touching example of the power of a punishing
Nemesis. He who made so many hearts tremble, nay
perish, in tormenting fear of death, who caused so
many heads to fall under the axe of the executioner,
he the inexorable, the mighty in will and power, he
stood in his old age before the imperial states of
Sweden, and could do nought but point at his sore-
stricken head, and stammer: “God’s judgment!....
God's judgment!....”
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GOD'S JUDGMENT.

AxD night came on ;—the half-moon shone forth out
of the clouds, and illuminated the giant's mouth of
the mine, and the black masses of dross with that
dreary reflection which is peculiar to it. In the town,
which lay behind the Miners’-hall, all was still,—all
had gone to rest; but in the mine below they were at
work that night, and from time to time hollow mine-
shots were heard from out of the depth.

Madame Ingeborg, who was under the influence of
some narcotic medicine, which was yet not able to give
her any rest, awoke every time at such a shot, and
stretched out ber hands avertingly, as agaiost a secret
threatening danger. Her husband contemplated her with
disquietude, and was extremely dissatisfied in his qwn
mind about the night-quarters they had chosen, with-
out having thought of the unquiet neighbourhood of
the mine. He himself had disengaged his mind from
gloomy impressions by the conversation with his
friends. He was strong again and full of confidence
as usual, and merely wished to be able to impart his
tranquillity to the beloved being who, apparently to
him, was a prey to hidden sorrows.

Seeing that there was no change in her—that under
a state of the most fearful anguish she continued to be
tormented by gloomy dreams, he kissed her eye-lids,
and said,—
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¢ Ingeborg awake |—speak to me; let us- talk too
gether! Walk about the room & little with me; that
will do you more good than that sort of sleep.”’ :

“ Who calls me 1—Who says, speak 1’ asked Ma-
dame Ingeborg, looking areund her with wendering
eyes. “Oh, Gusetavus! is it you!—Thank you for
waking me; my soul was in hell, Yes, you are risht.
1 must speak now or never!’

“What do you wish ?—What do you mean I—Why
do you speak so perplezedly ?”

“Those were glorious, heavenly words, Gustavus.
which you spoke last evening, of the triumph in death
or beyond it,—of the power that is stronger than mis-
fortune,—-thnn fate! . . . . Nay, do not Jook at me so,
1 am in full possession of my senses; I know what I,
say, and what I wish. - Fate impels, conscience ad="
momshel, and God commands; and you, who have
givén me strength,—you, be you my judge!” And Ma-.
dame Ingeborg fell in violent emotion on her knees
tbefore her husband.

¢« Ingeborg !—my wife! what are you doing?”* ex~
claimed Nordenwall, and wished to raise her.

¢« Let me be!” she exclaimed, determined and
gloomy; “I am where 1 ought to be,—where I ought
to have been long since. Hear me! I have committed
acrimef , ...

Nordenwall sat down and covered his face with his
hands, so that he could not see her.

] have committed a crime!” continued she, teso+
lutely, “in baving, during an interval of ten years,
concealed from you the greatest misfortine of my life,
and my most important secret—not having disclosed td
you that I, before I formed your acqumaimtance, was
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united to another ; and that 8iri . . . is mydavghter?”.

Madame Ingeborg paused for 2 moment and pressed
her forehead against the knees of her husband. Hesat
there immoveable, and she continued,—

“1 was of the age of Siri, when I was loved by a
man of affluent but dangerous talents—he bewitched
me as it were, and won over to his side my sister too. -
But my brother-in-law opposed our union with vio-
lence, and endeavaured to separate us by force; but
defiance and love laboured against him. He, whom I
loved, persuaded me to a clandestine marriage, and a
minister of his acquaintance wedded us one evening in -
the chapel of the Silver-berg, in the presence of my
sister. A prospective change in his pecuniary circum-
stances was, as he said, soon to put him in a condition
of publicly announcing our affiance, and to demand me
as his wife. Ab, that hand which' was tied in blind
enthusiasm, was soon fearfully rent asunder. He ta
whom I had united myself was soon afterwards impli~
cated in a crime, and fled the country. My situation
was dreadful. The secret of my marriage had to be
disclosed to my brother-in-law. He violently raged at
first, but afterwarde he’ felt pity for me, and promised
me his aid upon a vow never to let the world know of
ay alliance; of which I then learned with surprise,
that it was perfectly invalid by the Swedish laws. My
sister and my brother-in-law travelled with me out of
the country; and on our return Siri passed for their
daughter; but she was mine, and yet I was obliged to
leave her in strange hands in order to separate from
her, to watch over my reputation and over my danw:
gerous secret, which I was obliged to do for her sake
walso; for the brow of the imnocent girl must not be



%3 LIFE IN DALECARLIA

branded with a stigmatized name. Notwithstanding ¥
wrote to her father, whose place of refuge was then
known to me, and announced to him the birth of his
daughter; from him I received no answer, but on the
other hand from my sister and my brother-in-law the
intelligence of his death. And his perfect silence
«during a period of five years gave me no reason to
- doubt it. Long since had his image become darkened
in my mind . , . . His crime! . . : . Une no longer
loves what one is uhamed of. Ob,Gustavus! can yoa
comprehend that when I got to know and to love you,
with the assent of my entire better self, with my entire
'spirit matured by migfortune and reflection,~—can you
perceive that precisely then, the love, the profound
¥espect with which you inspired me, tied my tongue
wihen you desired my hand; so that I did not commu.
micate to you the secret of my past life? Ah! I did
tiot wish to be lowered in your eyes—I could not bring
over my mind to show myself as the wife of a—disre-
yutable one. A feeling of duty and conscience called
upon me to speak. I tried to quiet myself with the
thought that my confession would serve no other end
than to make us wshappy, and that no harm could
arise from“it to any body; for my child was happy
with her foster-parents and was warmly loved ; namely,
by the General, who would never have consented to
part from it. Canyou comprehend how¢hese thoughts,
~—how the fear of losing your affection, and your con-
fidence,—the fear that you would be angry with me,
have caused me, during the last ten years, to be mute
on this matter, while the consciousness of my wrong
towards you and towards my child, inflicted on me in~
expressitie turtures?  But now, at this momedt, i no
. »r .
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Jonger feel any fear. There is a something higher over
me—a something that tells me the hour of my death is
not far distant ; and before it arrives I must at least
stand in clearness before yon with my sins, that I may
bave rest in my grave,—that I may meet you on
yonder side without a lie branded on my forehead.
Gustavus, for some time past I have seen a form which
has caused my blood to chill in my veins ! I saw it once
pass by our gate, on the road before Mora; another
time in the woods of Elfdalen, but that time I did not
see the face, and persuaded myself that my imagination
had deceived me. But yesterday in the mine, on the
small bridge across the abyss, I saw the same being
again, and then saw.his face—then I coufd doubt no
longer; it was he, it was Siri’s father,—itwas . . ..
Julius Wolf1”

“Julius Wolf! that villain!’ exclaimed Norden-
wall, with pain and indignation. .

“The unhappy one—yes! And now, Gustavus,
hear me! Either that which I have seen is a ghost
which comes to call me away from you, or Julius Wolf is
alive, and I am—a perjurer! But—oh, gracious
heaven! in the depth of this darkness I see a ray of
light. If he is alive, Siri may be innocent ; and the
stranger with whom she has been seen was her father,
Not until this moment has this foreboding, this con-
golation come over me; and—I stand in need of it.
Gustavus! you now know all. I have not a word to
add in palliation of it,.except—my love foryou! Often
was the confession on my lips, but you were so happy
in your confidence of e, and I was gilent. Judge
me; here at thy feet will L lie till you have pardoned,
or condemned me.”
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Nordenwall’s face was serious and pale as he turned
§t towards the confessing penitent, and serious but
mild was the voice in which he said:

“Ten years full of faithfulness and love plead for
you, and my own consciousness of wrong. My violent,
-y harsh temper, have daunted you from attempting
it. Poor Ingeborg! how many torments might have
been spared, how much of happiness gained, if....
if you had laid your daughter on my heartt Oh, that
man.... however, the past is no longer ours—ours
only is the present. Rise, my wife, and forgwe me my
fault, as I forgave you yours, the only one against me.

May the Lord forgive us both ! ®

The conjugal pair rose up, and as they thus stood
there, heart to heart in mutual embraces, the power of
love came over them. Ten years of love and faithful-
ness—all the vivid, all the bitter recollections of what
they had survived, what they had sufferéd and enjoyed
together, rose like angels out of the floods of the past

. and cast light upon light, flame upon flame into life.
It was burning warmly within them, Never had they
loved each other more ardently; never felt thus the
immortality of their union.

“ Oh!* said Madame Ingeborg, “is it possible tha
I should have dreaded and evadéed this moment for ten
years past? Where is now the dangen—where the
direful calamity ? "

* Here!" answered a hollow, grave-hke voice; and
from the shade at the end of the saloon a figure stepped
forward : it was the same which Madanie Ingeborghad
seen in the “ Humimer.® It was even now clothed in the
black miner’s-dregs, and the hair put back from the
sides of the pale-pined face..
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Madame Ingeborg gave. a loud shriek, and convul-
sively seized the arm of her husband.

¢ Hush ! ” said the dark figure, * the direful calamity
is here, but it shall not fall on you, I have heard
enough in order to be convinced of Ingeborg’s in-
nocence, and to know that she had not received the
letter, which under cover of her sister was addressed
to her. For I wished to be dead to all the world,
except to her only. But what should she. do with a
man so infamous? And now, since I have seen my
daughter, since .I can restore her to her parents and
her patural rights, since I have freed her from un-
worthy suspicion, and her mother from ... . her fear of
ghosts—now the performance of my part on the stage
of earth will soon draw to a close. And that shall be
done now. Watch over my glorious child! Her
buppiness will I one dayrequire at your hands. Fare-
well, Nordenawal]l! Remember thatit is that ¢ villain’
who presents you with this wife and that daughter, to
whom he has a right, who flies to avoid destroying

" your happiness!” .

And with a laok of mingled pride and bitter pain,
the dark man hastily left the room, and went with
rapid steps across the place towards the mine, and into
the Descending -lodge.

But here it was no easy task for him to withdraw him.
self from the fair-headed girl, who, like a moonbeam,
followed his course across the sguare, and there em-
braced him with the power of that spirit, which renders
the weakest arm sirong as an iron band.

“You shall not go away fromme! "’ saidshe. “ Into
the bowels of the earth 1’1l follow you.”

“My girl1* crled he with painful emotion, “my
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child! Ts it yout Oh, then I am orice mdre per-
mitted to press you to my breast ere we part from each
other for ever!”

¢ We shall not part from each other,”” said she. “No,
never!.... I will go and bid farewell to those in the
house. I will kiss their feet; but after that, I am
yours only, and follow none but enly you.”

# Ah! that cannot be,” answered he. “This mght
1 shall yet passin the mine, but to-morrow I shall
go forth into the wide world, and have no home,
no stay to offer you there on which you could recline
your head ....”

« Have I not your hreast, my father?” answered
she; “and have we not both the earth for our pillow,
and the eanopy of heaven for our roof? Oh, believe
roe, with you I shall be happierin the desert than with
the rest in peace and affluence. Be not anxious ahout
me—I am in health, and accustomed to live in un-
bounded nature, in abundance and in want, in calms
and storms—I love it. Father! let me accompany
you, Let me share your hread and your want with
you! For you I will labour, for you I would deg, if our
want should be great, just as I now crave of you at
this moment. Think you that the people will deny me
their bounties? I shall always be happy! I will sing
something to you when you are sorrowful; and if you
should be cold, then I will warm you with mylove near my
heart. With you will I wander around the whole world,
and we shall never suffer want. See what I have saved
together in one year from the little pocket money which
I have received. See, father—all is yours!”

And with beaming eyes Siri drew forth hexr little
treasure.
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¢“Oh!” said be with an expression of the most bitter
joy, “it is a treasure, indeed, to possess you, my child,
and your affection; and that I have forfeited. Receive'
my thanks, you dear, dear child! But what I bave
.said is decided. We must part. It is my wish, Re-
main in your home; remain with your mother. Give
her the affection of a child. My foreboding of her was
the truth. She was deceived, and bore no blame. Make
her happy, and forget not your father. Pray for bim1
Poor child! Now a storm will pass. through your life.
The young tree will be bowed .... but it will erect it-
self again, and the heaven over its crown will be a bright
one. Live, my child, in order to expiate the crimes
of your father; live for the beautiful order of which he
dreamed, without rightly comprehending its basis;
live in order to promote the amelioration of the misery

of the world!”
. “Hear!” and the fantastic man, who, while he
spoke, got further and further into the fire, stood all at
once before the young maiden in prophetic magnitude,
illuminated by the flames of the “eternal fire,”” and
spoke as if in broken flashes : “ Hear me! I will pre-
sent you with a keepsake! Here at the margin of the
nether world, Iwill bequeath you a doctrine relative to
the upper one. Let it burn in your heart as an eternal
flame ; let it shine through thy short existence, and
through all the mists of life and of nature. My child!
thy vocation is a high and glorious one, be your lot
ever s0 humble, be the confines of your dwelling never
so straitened. No sin, no crime binds you—your
way is yet free : may it be worthy of your aim. Hear!
in yon world above, they will talk to you of the causes
.and effects of nature, of the definiteness in their ad~

8
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justment, menifested in the course of life and death, of
the laws of war and destruction, which sets the brutish.
tribe in hostility againat each other, making the one
the murderers of the other; they will show you in very
confusion itself the harmonious arrangement of the
Crestor, and in nature an eternally operating, self-
annihilating, self-yegenerating creation, whose final
end is—death and corruption! But I will speak to
you.of a more profound doctrine ; of a doctrine, which
the legends and bards of your father-land proclaims, of
the life of nature, of the creation of the vocation of
man. What is the tenor of the "ancient legendst
‘What do the dwellers of the mountains, of the rivers,
of the wood declarp in them, where the light of revela-
tion penetrates into the north, and forces its way througls
the depths, and unties the tongue of the life of nature ?
Hark youl they sigh for deliverance; for a life of
greater freedom and beauty; and they call upon men to
emancipate them, and to redeem the world into which
came thraldom, and by it infectious misery! 'They
call upon them, they admenish them to raise them-
selves to the * glorious liberty of the children of God,”™
and to the glories for which they were created. Oh,
my child! never be deaf to this voice, those gentle
aspirations of nature, which groan in all mortals, in all
the wretched, all the fallen; and which remind you of
your heavenly calling. And, thetefore .... They will
tell you: ‘be pure in the eyes of day, be pute in the
eyes of the world1’ But I tell you: ‘be pure in the
eyes of night, be pure in your most secret thoughts,
and in the imagination of your heart!”. They have
tied: their threads of life in the very depth of the life of
nature.  You must lower it, or raiseit withyows  Liver
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i natare ; but, like the bird of Paradise, without soil<
ing your wings in the dust. Then shall you raise it to
the primeval Paradise ! ”’

“ I consecrate you to a life where the every-day joys
~—the every-day sufferings are estimated low, but where
the least is to be subservient to the highest. I conse«
crate you to a vocation of peace and beauty,—your
days to a quiet day of creation! Live for ‘a new heas
ven and a new earth{,..."”

“ Happy you, that you were bern in a land where
deep aspirations still run through life. My child ! bé
& blessing to the land that gave you birth! Here stand
tombs which contain the remains of your forefathers—
here are primitive mountains and springs which pres
serve traditions of the aucient times, when the human
spirit was as profound in its forebodings as now in its
clearest conceptions, In this nature you were born:
here shall you live and labour. Go-~but in all humis
lity—strive for a crown of glory! Nature will one day -
be glorified in the beauteous light of holiness!’’

“This is the last testdment of your father, his last
message, bis last words to ‘you. But now my sun is
gone dawn. Now my child!....my only Joy....my
daughter.. .. farewell 1

And he clasped her vehemently in his arme, and im~
pressed kisses full of blessings on her forehead, her
Jair, her eyes, and lips. He then hastily left her,
lighted his lamp at the “ eterndl fire,”” and disappeared
on the staircase of the mine.

. Stunned, Siri stood there; the spring of life as it

were stopped in her, stopped, but hearkened as it were

to the voice of an eternal existence. When she saw

her father vanish in the dark abyes, a sort of reflestion
82
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passed over her pale countenance, her eyes.beamed
with life and resoluteness, and—she followed him, as
the enchanted follows the eye of the enchanter, as the
steel the powerful maguet, as love the traces of the be-
loved ohject, whom she fears to lose for ever. Softly
as & gpirit, softly as a child, she followed the traces of
her father, from staircase to staircase, from place to
place, after the guiding light ; but atas great-a distance
an possible. - v .

He went slowly, and as it were lost in thought ; the
lamp burnt flickering in his hand. On the pathway,
called the “Crown-prince,” where the stairs begin to
be.steeper, he went down to the stulm of the “ Copper-
snake,” in which he entered. In this he went forward
to the excavation of the “Copper:dragon,” he sud-
denly stood still as if he were awaking from a reverie.
It was as if he had gone in a dream, and did not now
rightly know where he was. He looked around him,
and turned the lamp about in order to have a better
view of where he was: he illuminated the dark laby-
rinth, but illuminated at the same time also the fair-
headed girl who stood in the ravem-black jaw of the
¢ Copper-snake.” The eyes of the father and of the
daughter met each other. Then the light.was wildly
whirled about in the air, sparks scintillated down from
out of the depth,but the depth smothered the light and
the. sparks; Siri heard a sound, as of a heavy fallen
body, and—all was still and dark ® ¢ *

And pever has a blacker darkness enveloped a human
being, than that, which bere broke in upon the youth-
ful maiden. Siri had seen the abyss swallow up hex
father, and herself threatened with the same fate. But
she now had no thought for herself: her only tiougit
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was her father. She cast herself upon her knees, and’
feeling with her hands before her, she crept forward
towards the place, where she had seen him vanish,
‘S8oon her hands missed the bottom, and then moved
over the abyss. But in the depth of the same she saw
a little light gleam, and followed it with a scrutinising
glance. _

All at once it blazed up more brightly, and illumin-
ated at the same time a mountain-wall, to the right«
hand, running ina slanting direction, which commenced
from the height on which Siri stood, and terminated at
the cavity beneath, precisely where this lamp was
shining. This was the tail of the “Copper-dragon,’
and speedily the young maiden hastened down it, with
a wild, throbbing heart.

On her reaching the bottom of the  Copper-dragon,”
she took the lamp and snuffed it. The reflection of it
illuminated a body lying a few paces from her. The
face was turned upwards, and 8iri recognised her
father. His eyes seemed dull, he lay stiff and im:
moveable as a corpse. Siri laid her hand upon his
heart. It yet beat. She called him by his name; he
answered not, and manifested no symptom of life.
With a feeling of mental agony she rose up and looked
around her for help. Ah?’ she stood alone in the depth
of the hard mountain, and without a guide in its mon-
strous labyrinth of paths and passages. She knew,
however, that there was to be some work going on that
night in the mine, and 'that therefore there must be
some mien in it. And with the miner's lamp in her
hand, she began to go forward and to search, taking at
the same tjme particular notice of the way which ebié
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went, 80 as to be able to find it again, and raising from
time to time a cry for help, which re-echoed from the
margins, or died away in the hollow passages and shafts.
Sometimes she stood still and listened, but she only
heard the falling of the ever-dripping humidity; then
she proceeded further, and at every advancing step the
glittering crystals every where met her eye chilly and
wildly, like demon looks from the mountains. Cold
drops fell upon her forehead. All at once she felta
warm breath upon her hand, she looked upon it. It
was the flame of the lamp, which the draught of wind
drew down—the light was almost burnt out. Ever
stranger, ever more perilous, became this wandering;
wild was the pulsation about her temples; her steps
-became more and more accelerated, but even more and
more vacillating. And now she had to stop altogether,
for the way was intercepted by a vast black precipice,
crossing right before. She looked down inta it, she
saw no bottom, no light. She looked up again. The
mountain vault was gone, and over her head there was
nothing but an immeasurable dark empty space, She
looked amazed before her, and was visited by a sort of
frensy. It was a moment in which the vacuity above
and beneath her also seized her mind, when horror
caused the vital spring to freeze, when she had neither
thought nor feeling. But insensibly the eyes of the
wanderer were fixed by an object that was passing right
acroas the  height and depth, that was gently mor;?:g
and became discernible in the reflection of the light.
It was a cord, a line, and Siri's eye mechanically fol
lowed that line. till it disappeared in the depth be-
.neath, -But out of the depth now echoed a distant
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song, and hollow, but distinctly, resounded the miner's
nong:
«Up, brother's! the miner's taper light !
Forward, while duty leads us right.

Dark is the way, but as we go,
Brighter will seem the depth below.”

Siri recovered her senses again. It was obvious to
her that she stood near a summons-shaft, and that the
people who were at the bottom, must also be able to
hear her calls. And she called; but as yet the singing
continued. She called again and again, and the song,
ceased: they were listening to her in the mine. She
renewed her calls, and now the line moved ; and after,
a while she saw a light shining in a depth below, gra-
dually soaring upwards, and continually advancing
nearer and nearer.

“8iri! Siri!'—Let me embrace my child,” cried
Madame Ingeborg in the hall of the Miners'-court,
evidently struggling with death. Her husband opened
the door to the little side chamber, but it was empty;
the window, which was not high from the ground, stood
open. Siri was gone.

" #That is right,” said Madame Ingeborg, with an
annihilating expression. * That is no more than right!
Oh, my heart ! my heart!”’

“ Be calm! be still!”’ intreated her husband, cor-
dially. “Recline on me! am 1 not near you ?—1Is not
your child mine? Believe me I shall find her again—
1 shall one day lead her back into your arms.”

“Oh! you beloved comforter, you faithful one
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Yes, I will abide with you-and repose in God’s merey ©*
* you were my joy in life and death—you are my stay.
Gustavus! one request; let me rest in Mora's earth—
in the tomb where you one day will rest by my side.
Thanks for all your affection! . . .. It is growing so
dim before my eyes . . . . I cannot see you any more

« « « . but I ghall see you!—Lay your hand upon my
head and give me your blessing, that . . . . for the
last time . . . I may yet ., . once more .. . hear
your voice ! *’

‘He did so—his voice faltered not; but on seeing her
eyes about to close in death, with the last affectionate
gaze fixed on him, his knees trembled,—he sank down
and laid his head on the heart of his wife, which now
ceased to beat. .

There it yet lay, and burned with heat, when that
heart had already chilled in death; and the morning
sun entered into the room and mildly shone upon the
conjugal pair.

He did not raise it until a small piece of paper was
handed to him, on which the following linez were
written by a trembling hand :

“A dying man desires to have the sacrament
administered to him. Foster-father, come with " the
peace of God! Thus prayeth from the depth of the
earth, Yours,

¢ SIRL’

Then Gustavus Nordenwall arose, dried the cold
sweat from his brow, and followed the leader who bad
brought him the message, and carried with him what
was necessary for the performance of the sacred rite.
Oa coming into the fresh air,—into the cheerful light
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of the sun,—he stood still, looked around, and was
seeking as it were. Hix eyes were dull and his sight
not as before: he seemed to have grown several years
older. Only with unsteady but afterwards firmer grow-
ing steps, he then followed his attendant down into the'
mine. The leader related:

*¢ He fell from the stulm of the ¢ copper-snake’ down
into the shaft of the ¢ copper-drake,’ i. e. about eleven
fathoms deep, so that it is not to be wondered at his -
breaking his skull ; for the doctor. says that it is the
brain-pan itself which is cracked, and that he cannot
live many hours longer: for all that he speaks yet, and
is in his full senses. We tried to carry him up, buthe
could not bear it, and so we were obliged to take him
into the ‘ Kings-hall,’ and leave him there. There
he now lies, and with him there is a genteel young
lady who seems to be his daughter, and who mourns
and wails in such a way as is quite heart-rending to
listen to. Through her the people were first called to
the place where he lay ; but how she has come there
in the pitch-black darkness, heaven only knows. Now
you see, we are in the ‘Duke of Dalecarlia, and
there before us we have the ¢ King’s-hall.’

A strong but dismal reflection met Nordenwall ashe
entered one of the large halls in the mine. Miners®
boys stood there with burning lamps at a distance,
surrounding a group on whom every eye was directed.
A man lay stretched out upon the earth, evidently
grasped by the hand of death, though not disfigured ;
and by his side knelt a young maiden, to whom his
words and looks were directed. Of these the following
words were heard,—

“T did not wish to do so....could not have wished
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it, when I got sight of you. But an invisible band—
God’s judgment. ... hurled me down.”

On Nordenwall’s entrance the looks of the dying
man were turned on him with a fixed bitter expres-
sion, and he said,—

“ What has Gustavus Nordenwall to do with Julius
Wolft What does the happy one want with the un-
bappy?”

“ An unhappy one it it who here comes to his bro-
ther!” answered Nordenwall, quiet and gloomy.—
“ Unwittingly I have robbed you of the joys of life,—~
unwittingly you have snapped mine asunder. 1 come
from the death-bed of my wife!l....”

Julius Wolf almost sat upright at these words.

¢ Is she dead 2" exclaimed he; ¢ then,...then I
have given the fatal blow! That was yet wanting....
My measure is now filled up. Minister of God! de-
part from me !—I do not want you—I know my sins
and doom.”

Nordenwall advanced nearer.

“ Do you know also the power of God? Have you
fathomed the depth of his mercy 2 said he, in a voice
and with a look which seemed perfectly unearthly.

‘Wolf had fallen back—his countenance changed—
mutely he lifted up his folded hands, and fixed an
inquiring look on Nordenwall. Nordenwall stooped to
him, laid his chin near to his side in order to speak to
him in a low tone, and to hear his answer. His coun-
tenance, full of fervour and tender sympathy, shone
brighter; and when he rose up, he stood like an apostle
of love and of comfort before the penitent, and admi-
nistered to him the most profound and best gift of life
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The congregated miners sang in a low chorus :
4 Oh Lamb of God, that takest away the sins of the world!"™

A breath of that peace which the world cannot give
came like a bright reflection over the countenance of
the dying man. The tears of the yoang maiden ceased
to flow. The sting and the pains of death were re-
solved in a divine life and heavenly hope.

They. pronounced the benediction over father aad
daughter.

Soon afterwards the lips of the daughter rested on
the death-chilled forehead of the father.

¢ Blesed are they that sleep !” said Nordenwall, in .
a low tone, as he, supporting his weary head, observed
the serenity in the features of him who had fallen
asleep. He thien stooped down lower, embraced the
half-insensible girl, and rose with her.



A GLANCE INTO THE REMOTER TIME,

¢ Once more renewed
He beholds and sees
The earth from the flood
Rising gloriously.
Sees the streams flow by,

And the eagle high
In sether soaring——?

Bucw is the strain in which the wise Valan cele.
brates in the dark, cloudy age of antiquity the rising of
the world out of its last conflict. And—blessed be
God—this resurrection, of which he sings, this reno-
wation, this fresh blooming, this new winging of life,
that we also see—we, who are yet dwelling in the
# shadow of life,”—in many beauteons revelations of
nature, in the life of the heart, of the mind, and of
society. It is a beckoning intimation and a prophecy
fcus.... t

We here sketch in roagh outlines merely a minia-
ture portrait of it in the history of the man and the
child, whom we have just left, surrounded by mourning
and shades of death. As was their attachinent to each
other at this moment, so they inclined to each other
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ever more and more cordially, His heart, his life, his
family blossomed afresh through her. A more beautiful
connection than that between this father and that
daughter it is impossible to conceive. Atalater period,
when he was reposing in the earth of Mera, beside his
beloved partner, who had gone before him, after whom
he never ceased to feel a quiet longing, then Siri kissed
the turf upon their graves and quitted Mora, in order -
to follow a happy conjugsl pair, Olof and Walborg, to
their home, in the iron-works of Westanfors, As a be-
loved and loving sister she lives there with the latter.
She attends the sick in the iron-works and the mines;
she takes a lively interest in the children of the desti-
tute, and has thereby a widely extending and beneve-
lent sphere of usefulness. This, the intercourse with
nature, with her sisterly friends and the children, in-
ward thoughts and feelings which bear her through the
world on invisible wings, render her happy in the no«
blest signification of the word. Ever in health, ever
happy and contented, it is as if one eternal summer
was lingering over her, ae if a secret fire in her hears
prevented her from growing cold or weary, and kept
old age distant from her brow. Thus she pursues her
onward course. Her pilgrimage through life is easy to
her. The lively, loving glance moves not from its
point. And while she thus wanders as one of those
who, “passing through the valley of tears make it
& well’* one often hears the peculiarly beau-
tiful tones of her flute resounding through the woods—
tones of the song of deliverance of the spirits of nature
which she heard in her earliest youth—or her fresh voice
sings a “ Peace of God " over Dalecarlia, in the spirited

* Psalm Ixxxiv. 6.
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words of the ancient Dalecarlian song—in which her
grateful heart unites:
“ God strengthen and comfort the people who dwell
On the shore, on the heights, aud in Dalom»

THE END,

n.o.mnucc«.mm.os,omnuhy London.
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